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R. Gay was early in the friendſhip of our author, 

[ Mr. PopeJwhich continued to his death. He wrote 
ſeveral works of humour with great ſucceſs, the Shep- 
herd's Week, Trivia, the What - d' ye-call-it, Fables, and 
laſtly, the celebrated BEGG ar's O ERA a piece of ſatire 
which hit all taſtes and degrees of men, from thoſe of the 
higheſt quality to the very rabble: that verſe of Horace 


Primores populi arripuit, populumgue tributim, 


could never be ſo juſtly applied as to this. The vaſt 
ſucceſs of it was unprecedented, and almoſt incredible, 
What is related of the wonderful effects of the ancient 
muſic or tragedy hardly came up to it: Sophocles and 
Euripides were leſs followed and famous. It was acted 
in London fixty-three days, uninterrupted; and renew- 
ed the next ſeaſon with equal applauſes. It ſpread into 
all the great iowns of England, was played in many 
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places to the thirtieth and fortieth time ; at Bath and 
Briſtol fifty, etc. It made its progreſs into Wales, Scot- 
land, and Ireland, where it was performed twenty four 
days together. It was laſtly ated in Minorca. The fame 
of it was not confincd to the author only; the ladies car- 
ried about with them the favourite ſongs of it in fans; 
and houſes were furniſhed with it in ſcreens. The per- 
ſon who acted Polly, till then obſcure, became all at 
once the fayourite of the rown; her pictures were en- 
graved and ſold in greatnumbers, her life written, books 
of letters and verſes to her publiſned, and pamphlets 
made even of her ſayings and jeſts. 

Furthermore, it drove out of England for that ſeaſon 
the Italian Opera, which had carried all before it for ten 
years. That idol of the nobility and the people, which 
the great Critic Mr. Dennis, by the labours and outcries 
of a whole life, could not overthrow, was demoliſhed by 
a ſingle ſtroke of this gentleman's pen. This happen+ 
ed in the year 1728, Yet ſo great was his modeſty, 
that he conſtantly prefixed to all the editions of it this 
motto, Nos haec novimus eſſe nibil. 


Dramatis Perſonz. 


MEN. 

Mr. Peachum. Mr. Macklin. 
Lockit. Mr. —4 

Mr. Beard, or 
Macheath. 1 
Filch. Mr. Kaftor. 
Jemmy Twicher.] { Mr. Leigh. 
Crook Ned lack. Mr. Wright. 
Wat Dreary. = 1 Mr. Green. 
Robin of Bagſnot. © | Mr. Woodburn, 
Nimming Ned. 12 4 Mi. Bride. 
Harry Padington. | S Mr. Gray. 
Mat of the Mint. | 8 Mr. Ray. 
Ben Budge. = Mr. Kilt. 
Beg gar. Mr. Winſtone. 
Player. | Mr. Moodbur n. 


Conſtablet, Drawer, Turnkey, etc. 


WOMEN. 
Mrs. Peachum. Mrs. Macklin, 
Polly Peachum. Mrs. Clive. 
Lucy Lockit. Mrs. Roberts. 
Diana Trapes. Mrs. Macklin. 
Mrs. Coaxer. Miſs Horſington. 
Dolly Trull. 5 Miſs Brunetr. 
Mrs. Vixen. x | Mrs, Walter. 
Betty Doxy. 2 Miſs Thomſon. 
Jenny Diver. S } Mrs. Jactſan. 
Mrs. Slammekin, | = | Miſs Bennett, 
Suky Tawdry, S | Miſs Woodman, 
Molly Brazen, V | Mils Story. 


INTRODUCTION. 


| BB EAGCE SE, FLATS HF 
| Beggar. 1 poverty be a title to poetry, I am ſure 
| no-body can diſpute mine. I own myſelfof 
the company of beggars; and I make one at their week- 
| 1y feſtivals at St. Giles's. I have a finall yearly ſallary 
for my catches, and am welcome to a dinner there when- 
| ever I pleaſe, which is more than moſt poets can ſay. 
+ Player. As we live by the mules, it is but gratitude 
in us to encourage poetical merit where-ever we find it. 
The muſes, contrary to all other ladies, pay no diſtin- 
7 Con to dreſs, and never partially miſtake the pertneſs 
of embroidery for wit, nor the modeſty of want for 
dulneſs. Be the author who he will, we puſh his play 
as far as it will go. So, though you are in want, I wiſh 
you ſucceſs heartily. 
Beggar. This piece I own was originally writ for the 
} celebrating the marriage of James Chanter and Molly 
Lay, two moſt excellent ballad ſingers. I have introdu- 
ced the ſimiles that are in your celebrated Operas : the 
Swallow, the Bee, the Ship, the Flower, etc. Beſides I 
have a priſon- ſcene which the ladies reckon charming- 
ly pathetic. As to the parts, I have obſerved ſuch a nice 
mpartiality to our two ladies, that it is impoſſible for ei- 
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ther of them to take offence. 1 hope I may be forgiv- 
en, that I have not made my Opera throughout unna- 
tural, like thoſe in vogue; for I have no recitative : ex- 
cepting this, as I have conſented to have neither pro- 
logue nor epilogue, it muſt be allowed an Opera in all 
its forms. The piece indeed hath been heretofore fre- 
quently preſented by ourſelves in our great room at 
St. Giles's, ſo that I cannot too often acknowlege your 
charity in bringing it now on the ſtage. 

Player. But I ſee it is time for us to withdraw; 
the actors are preparing to begin, Play away the ou- 
verture. (Ex. 
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BEGGAR'S OPERA. 


ACT L SCENE L 
SCENE, Peachum's Houſe. 


Peachum ſitting at a table with a large book of 
accompts before him. 


AIR I. An old woman cloathed in Grey, etc. 


j VIFEST employments of life, 
Each neighbour abuſes bis brother ; 
Whore and rogue they call buſband and wife, 
All profeſſions be-rogue one another: 

The prieſt calls the lawyer @ cheat, 

| The lawyer be-knaves the divine; 

And the flateſman, becauſe be's ſo great, 
Thinks bis trade as bone as mine. 


A lawyer is an honeſt employment, ſo is mine. Like 
me too he acts in a double capacity, both againſt rogues 
and for them; for it is but fitting that we ſhould protect 
and encourage cheats, ſince we live by them. 


12 THE BEGGAR'S OPERA. 
SCENE IL. 
Peachum, Filch. 


Filch. Sir, black Moll hath ſent word her trial comes 
on in the afternoon, and ſhe hopes you will order mat- 
ters ſo as to bring her off. 

Peach. Why, ſhe may plead her belly at worſt; to 
my knowlege ſhe hath taken care of that ſecurity. But 
as the wench is very active and induſtrious, you may 
fatisfy her that I'll ſoften the evidence. 

Filch. Tom Gagg, Sir, is found guilty. 

Peach. A lazy dog! When I took him the time be- 
fore, I told him what he would come to if he did not 
mend his hand. This is death without reprieve. I may 
venture to book him. (writes.) For Tom Gagg, forty 
pounds. Let Betty Sly know that I'll ſave her from 
| tranſportation, for 1 can get more by her ſtaying in 
England. 

Filch. Betty has brought more goods into our lock 
to-year, than any five of the gang; and in truth 'tis a 
pity to loſe ſo god a cuſtomer. 

Peach. If none of the gang take her off, ſhe may, in 
the common courle of buſineſs, live a twelve-month 
longer. I love to let women *icape. A good ſportſman 
always lets the hen-partridges fly, becauſe the breed of 
the game depends upon them. Beſides, here the law 
allows us no reward; there is nothing to be got by the 
death of women except our wives. 

Filch. Without diſpute, ſhe is a fine woman ! *twas 
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to her I was obliged for my education, and (to ſay a 
bold word) ſhe had trained up more young fellows to 
the buſineſs than the gaming-table. 


Peach. Truly, Filch, thy obſervation is right. We 


and the ſurgeons are more beholden to women than all 
the profeſſions beſides. 


AIR II. The bony grey-eyed Morn, etc. 


| Filch, "Tis woman that ſeduces all mankind, 


By ber we f i were taught the wheedling arts: 
Her very eyes can cheat, auben moſt ſhe's kind, 

She tricks us of our money with our bearts : 
For ber, like wolves by night ve roam for prey, 

And prafiiſe e ry fraud to bribe ber charms ; 
Fer ſuits of love, like law, are won by pay, 

And beauty muſt be fee'd into our arms, 


Peach. But make haſte to Newgate, boy, and let 


my friends know what I intend; for I love to make 
them eaſy one way or other. 


Filch, When a gentleman is long kept in ſuſpence, 


: penitence may break his ſpirit ever after. Belides, 

* certainty gives a man a good air upon his trial, and 

makes him riſk another without fear or ſcruple. But 
I'll away, for it is a pleaſure to be the meſſenger of 
* comfort to friends in affliction. | 


SCENE III. 
Peachum. 


But *tis now high time to look about me for a de- 
cent execution againſt next ſeſſions. I hate a lazy 
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rogue, by u hom one can get nothing till he is hanged, 
A regilter of the gang, (reading.) Crook-fingered Fack. 
A year and a half in the fervice; let me ſee how much 
the ſtock owes to his induſtry ; one, two, three, four, 
five gold watches, and ſeven ſilver ones. A mighty 
clean-handed fellow ! ſixteen ſnuff-boxes, five of them | 
of true gold. Six dzen of handkerchiefs, four ſil ver- 
hilted ſwords, half a duzen of ſhirts, three tye - perri- 
wigs, and a piece of broad cloth. Conſidering theſe 
are only the fruits of his leiſure hours, I don't know *' 
a prettier fellow, for no man alive hath a more engag- 
ing preſence of mind upon the road. Hat Dreery, alias 
Brown Will, an irregular dog, who hath an underhand 
way of diſpoſing of his goods. I'll try him only for a 
ſeſſions or two longer upon his good-HhEehaviour. Har- 
ry Padington, a poor petty-larceny raſcal, without the 
leaft genius; that fellow, though he were to live theſe : 
ſix months, will never come to the gallows with any 
credit, Slippery Sam; he goes off the next ſeſſions, 
for the villain hath the impudence to have views of 
following his trade as a taylor, which he calls an honeſt 
employment. Mat of the Mint; liſted not above a 
month ago, a promiſing ſturdy fellow, and diligent in 
his way, ſomewhat too bold and haſty, and may raiſe 
good contributions on the public, if he does not cut 
himſelf ſhort by murder. Tom Tipple, a guzzling ſoak- 
ing ſot, who is always too drunk to ſtand himſelf, or 
to make others ſtand. A cart is abſolutely neceſſary 
for him. Robin of Bag ſh, alias Gorgon, alias Bluff Bob, 
alias Carbuncle, alias Bob Booty. 


THE BEGGAR'S OPERA. 15 


Peachum, Mrs. Peachum. 
Mrs. Peach. What of Bob Booty, husband! I hope 


nothing bad hath betided him? You know, my dear, 
he's a favourite cuſtomer of mine. Twas he made me 
Ja preſent of this ring. 


Peach. I have ſet his name down in the black liſt, 


I that's all, my dear: he ſpends liis life among women, 
and as ſoon as his money is gone, one or other of the 


ladies will hang him for the reward, and there's forty 


pound loſt to us for ever. 
Mrs. Peach. You know, my dear, I never meddle 


in matters of death; I always leave thoſe affairs to 


you. Women indeed are bitter bad judges in theſe 


3 caſes; for they are ſo partial to the brave that they 


think every man handſome who is going to the camp 


or the gallows. 


AIR II. Cold and Raw, etc. 


If any wench Venus's girdle wear, 
Though ſhe be never ſo ugly; 
Lilies and reſes will quickly appear, 
And ber face look mond rous ſmug ly. 
Beneath the left ear ſo fit but a cord, 
(A rope ſo charming a zone 1s!) 
The youth in bis cart bath the air of a lord, 
And ve cry, There dies an Adonis! 


But really, husband, you ſhould not be too hard-heart- 
cd, for you never had a finer, braver ſet of men than 
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at preſent. We have not had a murder among them 
all theſe ſeven months. And truly, my dear, that is 
a great bleſſing. | 
Peach. What a dickens is the woman always 2 
whimpring about murder for? No gentleman is ever 
looked upon the worſe for killing a man in his own! 
defence: and if buſineſs cannot be carried on without 
it, what would you have a gentleman do? | 
Mrs. Peach. If 1 am in the wrong, my dear, you 
muſt excuſe me, for no- body can help the frailty of 
an overſcrupulous conſcience. 
Peach. Murder is as faſhionable a crime as a man 
can be guilty af. How many fine gentlemen have we 
in Newgate every year, purely upon that article! if 
they have wherewithal to perſuade the jury to bring 
it in manſlaughter, what are they the worſe for it? So, | 
my dear, have done upon this ſubject. Was captain 
Macheath here, this morning, for the bank-notes he 
left with you laſt week ? 
Mrs. Peach. Yes, my dear, and, though the bank 
hath ſtopt payment, he was ſo chearful and fo agreeable! | 
ſure there is not a finer gentleman upon the road than 
the captain! if he comes from Bagſhot at any reaſon- 
able hour he hath promiſed to make one this evening 
with Polly and me, and Bob Booty, at a party of quad- 
rille. Pray, my dear, is the captain rich ? 
Peach. The captain keeps too good company ever 
to grow rich. Mary-bone and the chocolate-houſes are 


his undoing. The man that propoſes to get money by 
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play ſhould have the education of a fine gentleman, 


and be trained up to it from his youth. 


Mrs. Peach. Really, I am ſorry upon Polly's ac- 
count the captain hath no more diſcretion. What bu- 
ſineſs hath he to keep company with lords and gentle- 
men ? He ſhould leave them to prey upon one another. 

Peach. Upon Polly's account ! What a plague, does 
the woman mean — Upon Pally's account! 

Mrs. Peach. Captain Macheath is very fond of the 
girl. 

Peach. And what then! 

Mrs. Peach. If I have any ſkill in the ways of wo- 
men, I am ſure Polly thinks him a very pretty man. 

Peach. And what then? You would not be ſo mad 
to have the wench marry bim! gameſters and high- 
waymen are generally very good to their whores, but 
they are very devils to their wives. 

Mrs. Peach. But if Polly ſhould be in love, how 


ſhould we help her, or how can ſhe help herſelf? Poor 


girl, Tam in the utmoſt concern about her. 


AIR IV. Why is your faithful ſlave diſdain'd? etc. 
If love the wirgin's heart invade, 
How, like a moth, the fimple maid 
Sull plays about the flame ! 
If ſoon ſpe be nat made a wife, 
Her bonour's fing'd, and then for life 
Sbe s----what I dare not name. 


Peach. Look ye, wife. A handſome wench in our 
way of buſineſs is as profitable as at the bar of a Temple 
B 
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coffee · houſe, who looks upon it as her livelihood to 
grant every liberty but one. You ſee I would indulge 
the girl as far as prudently we can, in any thing, but 
marriage! after that, my dear, how ſhall we be ſafe? 
Are we not then in her husband's power: for a husband 
th the abſolute power over all a wife's ſecrets but her 
own. If the girl had the diſcretion of a court lady, 
who can have a dozen young fellows at her car with- 
out complying with one, I ſhould not matter it; but 
Polly is tinder, and a ſpark will at once ſet her on a 
flame. Married! if the wench does not know her own 
profit, ſure ſhe knows her own pleaſure better than to 
make herſelf a property ! my daughter to me ſhould be 
like a court lady to a miniſter of ſtate, a key to the 
whole gang. Married ! if the affair is not already done, 
I'll terriſy her from it, by the example of our neigh- 


bours. 
Mrs. Peach. May-hap, my dear, you may injure the 


girl. She loves to imitate the fine ladies, and ſhe may 
only allow the captain liberties in the view of intereſt. 

Peach. But 'tis yourduty, my dear, to warn the girl a- 
gainſt her ruin, and to inſtruct her how to make the moſt 
of her beauty. I'll go to her this moment, and ſiſt her. 
In the mean time, wife, rip out the coronets and marks 
of theſe dozen of cambric handkerchiefs, for I can diſ- 
poſe of them this afternoon to a chap in the city. 


£3  # A 
Ars. Peachum. 


Never was a man more out of the way in an argu- 
ment than my husband! why muſt our Polly, forſooth 


—— *** . * 
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differ from her ſex, and love only her husband? And 
why muſt Polly's marriage, contrary to all obſervation, 
make her the leſs followed by other men ? all men are 
thieves in love, and like a woman the better for being 
another's property . 


AIR V. Of all the ſimple things we do, etc. 
A maid is like tbe golden car, 
Which bath guineas intrinſical in't, WE 
Whoſe worth 18s never known before 
It is try'd and impreft in the mint, 
A wife's like a guinea in gold, 
Stampt with the name of ber ſpouſe z 
Now bere, now there; is bought, or is ſold; 
And is current in every bouſe, 


SCENE VI. 


Mrs. Peachum, Filch. 


Mrs. Peach. Come hither, Filch. I am as ſond of 
this child, as though my mind miſgives me he were 
my own. He hath as ſine a hand at picking a pocket 
as a woman, and is as nimble-fingered as a juggler. If 
an unlucky ſeſſion does not cut the rope of thy life, 
I pronounce, boy, thou wilt be a great man in hiſtory. 
Where was your poſt laſt night, my boy? 

Filch. I plyed at the opera, madam ; and conſider- 
ing *twas neither dark nor rainy, ſo that there was 
no great hurry in getting chairs and coaches, made a 
tolerable hand on't. Theſe ſeven handkerchieſs, ma- 


dam. 
B 2 
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Mrs. Peach. Coloured ones, I ſee. They are of 
ſure ſale from our ware-houſe at Redriff among the 


ſeamen. 

Filch. And this ſnuff- box. 

Mrs. Peach. Set in gold! A pretty encouragement 
this to a young beginner. 

Filch. I had a rare tug at a charming gold watch. 
Pox take the taylors for making the fobs ſo deep and 
narrow ! It ſtuck by the way, and I was forced to make 
my eſcape under a coach. Really, madam, I fear I 
ſhall be cut off in the flower of my youth, ſo that eve- 
ry now and then (ſince I was pumpt) I have thoughts 
of taking up and going to ſea. 

Mrs. Peach. You ſhould go to Hockley in the Hole, 
and to Mary-bone, child, to learn valour. Theſe are 
the ſchools that have bred ſo many brave men. I 
thought, boy, by this time, thou hadſt loſt fear as well as 
ſhame. Poor lad! how little does he know as yet of 
the Old Baily! for the firſt fact T'll inſure thee from 
being hanged; and going to ſea, Filch, will come time 
enough upon a ſentence of tranſportation. But now, 
ſince you have nothing better to do, ev'n go to your 
book, and learn your catechiſm ; for really a man makes 
but an ill figure in the ordinary's paper, who cannot 
give a ſatisfactory anſwer to his queſtions. But, hark 
you, my lad, don't tell me a lye: for you know I hate 
a lyar. Do you know of any thing that hath paſt be- 
tween captain Macheath and our Polly. 

Filcb. I beg you, madam, don't aſk me; for I muſt 


La n 
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either tell a lye to you or to miſs Polly, for I promiſed 
her I would not tell. 

Mrs. Peach. But when the honour of our family is 
concerned 

Filch. 1 ſhall lead a fad life with miſs Polly, if ever 
ſhe come to know that I told you. Beſides, I would 
not willingly forfeit my own honour by betraying any 
body. 

Mrs. Peach. Yonder comes my husband and Polly. 
Come, Filch, you ſhall go with me into my own room, 
and tell me the whole ſtory. I'll give thee a moſt de- 
licious glaſs of cordial that I keep for my own drinking. 

SCENE VII. 
Peachum, Polly. 


Polly. I know as well as any of the fine ladies how 
to make the moſt of myſelf and of my man too. A wo- 
man knows how to be mercenary, though ſhe hath ne- 
ver been in a court or at an aſſembly. We have it in 
our natures, papa. If I allow captain Macheath ſome 
trifling liberties, I have this watch and other viſible 
marks of his favour to ſhew for it. A girl who cannot 
grant ſome things, and refuſe what is moſt material, 
will make but a poor hand of her beauty, and ſoon be 
thrown upon the common. 


AIR VI. What ſhall I do to ſhow how much I 
love her, etc. 
Virgins are like the fair flower in its luſtre, 
Which in the garden enamels the ground ; 
B 3 8 
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Near it the bees in play flutter and c'ufter, 
And gaudy butterflies frolic around, 
But, auben once pluck'd, tis no longer alluring, 
To Covent-garden tis ſent, (as yet ſweet, ) 
There fades and fprinks, and grows paſt all enduring, 
Rots, flinks, and dies, and is trod under fect. 
Peach. You know, Polly, I am not againſt your 
toying and trifling with a cuſtomer in the way of buſi- 
neſs, or to get out a ſecret, or ſo, But if 1 find out 
that you have played the fool and are married, you jade 
you, I'll cut your throat, buſy. Now you know my 


mind. 
SCENE VIII. 


Pcachum, Polly, Mrs. Peachum. 
AIR VII. Oh Londen is a fine Town. 


Mrs. Peachum in à very great paſſion. 
Our Polly is a ſad flut ! nor beeds what we bave taught ber. 
1 wonder any man alive wwill ever rear a daughter ! 
For ſve muſt bave both boods and gowns, and boops to ſavell ber pride, 
With ſcarfi and flays, and gloves and lace ; and ſhe will baue men 
be . 
Ard cuben ps with care and ceſt, all tempting fine and gay, 
Hs men ſhould ſerve a cucumber, ſhe flings berſelf away. 

Our Polly it a ſad ſiut, etc. | 
You baggage! you buſſy ! you inconſiderate jade! had 
you been hang'd, it would not have vexed me, for 
that might have been your misfortune; but to do ſuch 
a mad thing by choice ! the wench is marricd, husband. 

Peach. Married! the captain is a bold man, and 
will risk any thing for money; to be ſure he believes 


her a fortune. Do you think your mother and I ſhould 
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have liv'd comfortably ſo long together, if ever we had 


been married, baggage ? 
Mrs. Peach. I knew ſhe was always a proud ſlut; 


and now the wench has play'd the fool and married, 
becauſe forſooth ſhe would do like the gentry. Can 
you ſupport the expence of a husband, huſſy, in gam- 
ing, drinking, and whoring? have you money enough 
to carry on the daily quarrels of man and wife about 
who ſhall ſquander moſt? There are not many hus- 
bands and wives, who can bear the charges of plagu- 
ing one another in a handſome way. If you muſt be 
married, could you introduce no-body into our family 
but a highwayman ? why, thou fooliſh jade, thou wilt 
be as ill uſed, and as much neglected, as if thou hadſt 


married a lord ! 
Peach. Let not your anger, my dear, break through 


the rules of decency, for the captain looks upon him- 
ſelf in the military capacity, as a gentleman by his 
proſeſſion. Beſides what he hath already, I know he 
is in a fair way of getting, or of dying ; and both theſe 
ways, let me tell you, are moſt excellent chances for 
a wife. Tell me, huſſy, are you ruined or no? 

Mrs. Peach. With Polly's fortune ſhe might very 
well have gone off to a perſon of diſtinction. Yes that 
you might, you pouting flut ! 

Peach. What, is the wench dumb? Speak, or I'll 
make you plead by ſqueezing out an anſwer from you. 
Are you really bound wife to him, or are you only up- 
on liking? [Pinches her. 

Polly. Oh! [ Screaming. 

B 4 
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Mrs. Peach. How the mother is to be pitied who 
hath handſome daughters! locks, bolts, bars, and le- 
.Etures of morality are nothing to them: they break 
through them all. They have as much pleaſure in 
cheating a father and mother, as in cheating at cards. 

Peach. Why, Polly, I ſhall ſoon know if you are 
married, by Macheath's heeping from our houſe. 


AIR VIII. Grim king of the Ghoſts, etc. 


Polly. Can love be controul'd by advice? 
Vill Cupid our mot bers obey ? 
Though my beart were as frozen as ice, 
At bis flame twould baue melted away, 


When be kift me, ſo cloſely be preſs, 

*Twvas ſo ſweet that I muſt bave comply d: 
So I thought it both ſafeſt and beſt 

To marry for fear you ſhould chide, 


Mrs. Peach. Then all the hopes of our family are 


gone for ever and ever. 

Peach. And Macheath may hang his father and mo- 
ther-in-law, in hope to get in to their daughter's ſor- 
tune. 

Polly. I did not marry him (as 'tis the faſhion) cool- 
ly and deliberately for honour or money. But, 1 love 
him. 

Mrs. Peach. Love him! worſe and worſe! I thought 
the girl had been better bred. O husband, husband! 
her folly makes me mad! my head ſwims, I'm diſtra- 
eted? I can't ſupport myſelf Oh ! [Faint | 
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Peach. See, wench, to what a condition you have 
reduced your poor mother! z glaſs of cordial, this in- 
ſtant. How the poor woman takes it to he art 


[Polly goes out, and returns with it. 
Ah huſſy, now this is the only comfort your mother 
has left! | 
Pally. Give her another glaſs, Sir; my mama drinks 
double the quantity whenever ſhe is out of order. This 
you ſee, fetches her. 
Mrs. Peach. The girl ſhews ſuch a readineſs, and 


ſo much concern, that I could almoſt find in my heart 
to forgive her. 


AIR IX. O Feny, O Fenny, where haſt thou been. 


O Polly, you might bave toy'd and kift, 
By keeping men off, you keep them on, 
Polly, But be ſo teas'd me. 
And be ſo pleaſed me, 
What I did, you muſt have done, 


Mrs. Peach. Not with a highwayman — You ſorry 
Nut! 

Peach. A word with you, wiſe. *Tis no new thing 
for a wench to take man without conſent of parents. 
You know *tis the frailty of woman. my dear. 

Mrs. Peach. Yes, indeed, the ſex is frail. But the 
firſt time a woman is frail, ſhe ſhould be ſome what nice 
methinks, for then or never is the time to make her 
fortune, After that, ſhe hath nothing to do but to 
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guard herſelf from being found out, and ſhe may do 


what ſh- pleaſes. 
Peach. Make yourſelf a little caſy: I have a thought 


ſhall ſoon ſer all matters again to rights. Why ſo me- 
lancholy, Polly? fince what is done cannot be undone, 


we muſt all endeavour to make the beſt of it. 


Mrs. Peach. Well, Pally, as far as one woman can 


forgive another, I forgive thee — Your father is too 
fond of you, huſly. 

Pally. Then all my forrows are at an end. 

Mrs. Peach. A mighty likely ſpeech in troth, for a 
wench who is juſt married. 


AIR X. Thomas, I cannot, etc. 


Polly. I. like a ſhip in florms, w tet; 
Yet afraid to put into land; 
For ſeized in the port the weſſe!"s left, 
Whoſe treaſure is counterband, 
The rave are laid, 
My duty's paid, 
O joy beyond expreſſion | 
Thus, ſafe a- ſpore, 
T aſk no more, 


My all is in my paſaſtton. 


Peach. I hear cuſtomers in Yother room; go talk 
with em, Polly; but come to us again, as ſoon as they 
are gone. — But, hark ye, child, if tis the gentleman 
who was here ycſterday about the repeating-watch, ſay, 
you believe v can't get intelligence of it, till to mor- 
row. For I Int it to Sly Straddle, to make a figure 
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with it to-night at a tavern in Drury. lane. If t'other 
gentleman calls for the ſilver- hilted ſword, you know 
bectle-brow'd Zemmy hath it on, and he doth not come 


from Tunbridge till Tueſday night; ſo that it cannot be 
had till then. 


SCENE IX 
Peachum, Mrs. Peachum. 
Peach. Dear wiſe, be a little pacified. Don't let 


your paſhon run away with your ſenſes. Polly, I grant 
you, hath done a raſh thing. 


Mrs. Peach. If ſhe had had only an intrigue with 


the fellow, why the very beſt families have excuſed 
and huddled up a frailty of that fort, *Tis marriage, 
husband, that makes it a blemiſh. 


Peach. But money, wiſe, is the true fuller's earth 


for reputations, there is not a ſpot or a ſtain but what it 
can take out, A rich rogue now-a-days is fit company 
7 for any gentleman; and the world, my dear, hath not 


ſuch a contempt for roguery as you imagine, I tell 
you, wiſe, I can make this match turn to our advan- 


Mrs. Peach. I am very ſenſible, husband, that cap- 
tain Macheath is worth moncy, but 1 am in doubt 
whether he hath not two or three wives already, and 
then if he ſhould die in a ſeiſion or two, Pelly's dower 
would come into diſpute. 

Peach. That indeed is a point which ought to be 
conſidered, 
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AIR XI. A Soldier and a Sailor. 


A fax may fteal your bens, Sir, 
A Twbore your beaith and pence, Sir, 
Tour daughter rob your cheft, Sir, 
Your wife may fteal your reſt, Sir 

A thief your goods aud plate. 
But this is all but picking, 
With re, pence, cheft, and chicken ; 
It ever was decreed, Sir, 
If lawyer's band is fee'd, Sir, 

He fleals your whole eſlate. 


The lawyers are bitter enemies to thoſe in our way. 
they don't care that any body ſhould get a clandeſtine | 
livelihood but themſelves. 


SCENE X. 


Mrs. Peachum, Peachum, Polly. 


Polly. Twas only Nimming Ned. He brought in a 
damaſk windJow-curain, a hoop-petticoat, a pair of fil- 
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ver candleſticks a pcriwig. and one ſilk ſtock ing, from * 


the fire that h:5pinc4 laſt night. 


Peach. Ius is nt a fellow that is cleverer in his 


way and ſaves more guods out of the fire than Ned. 


But now, Pally, to your affairs: for matters muſt not be 
left as they are. You are married then, it ſeems ? 
Polly. Yes, Sir, 
Peach, And how do you propoſe to live, child? 


Polly. Like other women, Sir, upon the induſtry of 


my husband. 


WAY. 
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Mrs. Peach. What, is the wench turn'd fool? A 
highwayman's wiſe, like a ſoldier's, hath as little of 
his pay, as of his company. 

Peach, And had not you the common views of a 


gentle woman in your marriage, Polly? 


Polly. 1 don't know what you mean, Sir. 
Peach. Of a jointure, and of being a widow, 
Polly. But I love him, Sir: How then could 1 have 


thoughts of parting with him ? 


Peach. Parting with him! Why, that is the whole 


2 ſcheme and intention of all marriage articles. The com- 
: fortable eſtate of widow-hood, is the only hope that 


keeps up a wiſe's ſpirits. Where is the woman who 


* would ſcruple to be a wife, if ſhe had it in her power to 


be a widow whenever ſhe pleaſed? If you have any 


views of this fort, Pc/ly, I ſhall think the match not 
| ſo very unreaſonable. 


Polly. How I dread to hear your advice! yet I muſt 
beg you to explain yourſelf. 
Peach. Secure what he hath got, have him prached 


| the next ſcſhons, and then at once you are made a rich 


widow. 
Pally. What, murder the man 1 love! the blood 


runs cold at my heart with the very thought of it. 


Peach. Fie, Polly ! What hath murder to do in the 


affair! Since the thing ſooner or later muſt happen, I 


dare fay, the captain himſelf would like that we ſhould 


get the reward for his death ſooner than a ſtranger. 


Why, Polly, the captain knows, that as tis his em- 
ployment to rob, ſo tis ours to take robbers ; every 
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man in his buſineſs. So that there is no malice in the 
caſe. 

Mrs. Peach. Ay, husband, now you have nicked 


the matter. To have him peach'd is the only thing 


could ever make me forgive her. 


AIR XII. Now ponder well, ye parents dear. 


Polly. Ob, ponder well ! be not ſewrre ; 
So ſave a woretcbed wife ! 
For en the rope that hangs my dear, 


Depends poor Polly s Ae. 


Mrs. Peach. But your duty to your parents, huſſy, 
obliges you to hang him. What would many a wiſe 


give ſor ſuch an opportunity 


Polly. What is a jointure, what is widow-hood to 


me? I know my heart. I cannot ſurvive him. 
AIR XIII. Le printems rapelle aux armes. 


The turtle thus with plaintive crying, 
Her lower dying, | 

The turtle thus, with plaintive crying, 
Laments ber dove. 

Down ſbe drops quite ſpent with ſighing, 

Pair'd in death, as pair'd in love, 


Thus, Sir, it will happen to your poor Pally. 
Mrs. Peach. What, is the fool in love in earneſt 


then ? I hate thee for being particular : Why, wench, 


thou art a ſhame to thy very ſex. 
Polly. But hear me, mother —If you ever lov'd— 


r. 


ſy, 
wife 
other meaſures, and have him peached the next ſeſſi- 
to 
| ty, we know ours. 
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Mrs. Peach. Thoſe curſed play-books ſhe reads have 
been her ruin. One word more, huſſy, and 1 ſhall 
knock your brains out, if you have any. 

Peach. Keep out of the way, Polly, for fear of miſ- 


chief, and conſider of what is propoſed to you. 


Mrs. Peach. Away, huſſy, hang your husband, and 


7 be dutiful. 


SCENE XI. 


Mrs. Peachum, Peachum. 
(Polly /iſtening. 
Mrs. Peach. The thing, husband, muſt and ſhall 
be done. For the ſake of intelligence we mult take 


on without her conſent. If ſhe will not know her du- 


Peach. But really, my dear, it grieves one's heart to 


take off a great man. When I conſider his perſonal bra- 


very, his fine ſtratagem, how much we have already 


got by him, and how much more we may get, me- 
thinks I can't find in my heart to have a hand in his 
death. I wiſh you could have made Polly undertake it. 


Mrs. Peach. But in a caſe of neceſſity our own 


lives are in danger. 


Peach. Then, indeed, we muſt comply with the 
cuſtoms of the world, and make gratitude give way to 


J intereſt — He ſhall be taken off. 


Mrs. Peach. T'll underrake to manage Polly. 
Peach. And I'll prepare matters for the Cid. Baily. 
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SCENE XI. 
Polly. 


Now, I'm a wretch, indeed Methinks I ſee him 
already in the cart, ſweeter and more lovely than the 
noſe-gay in his hand !—T hear the croud extolling his 
reſolution and intrepidity !— What vollies of ſighs are 
ſent from the windows of Holborn, that ſo comely a 
youth ſhould be brought to diſgrace !—1 ſee him at 
the trec ! The whole circle are in tears even butch- 
ers weep !— Fack Ketch himſelf heſitates to perform his 
duty, and would be glad to loſe his fee, by a reprieve. | 
What then will become of Polly? As yet I may in · 
form him of their deſign, and aid him in his eſcape— | 
It ſhall be ſv—But then he flies, abſents himſelf, and 
I bar myſelf from his dear dear converſation ! that too 
will diſtract me—T1f he keep out of the way, my pa- 
pa and mama may in time relent, and we may be hap- 
py. If he ſtays, he is hanged, and then he is loſt for 
ever!— He intended to lye concealed in my room, 
till the duſk of the evening: if they are abroad, III 
this inſtant let him out, leſt ſome accident ihould pre- 


vent him. (Exit, and returns. 
SCENE XIII. 
Polly, Macheath. 
AIR XIV. Pretty Parrot, ſay— 
Mach,  Pretey Polly, ſay, 


When I was away, 


him 
n the 


ig his 
15 are 


ely a 
m at 
utch- 
m his 


eve. 


$4 in· 


3 
, and 
t too 


y pa- 
hap- 
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„ I'll 
pre- 
urn.. | 
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Did your fancy never fray 
To ſome newer lover P 
Polly. Without diſcuiſe, 
Heaving fighs, 
Doting eyes, 
My conflant beart diſcover, 
Fondly let me loll ! 
Mach, O pretty, pretty Poll! 


Polly. And are you as fond as ever, my deat ? 

Mach. Suſpect my honour, my courage, ſuſpect 
any thing but my love May my piſtols miſs 
fire, and my mare flip her ſhoulder while I am purſu- 
ed, if I ever forſake thee ! 

Polly. Nay, my dear, I have no reaſon to doubt 
you, for 1 find in the romance you lent me, none of 
the great heroes were ever falſe in love. 


AIR XV. Pray, fair one, be kind 


Mach. My beart wvas ſo free, 
Ir rov'd like the bee, 
*Tis Polly my paſſion reguited; 
T fipt each flower, 
I chang*d ev ry bour, 
But bere ev'ry flower is united. 


Polly. Were you ſentenc'd to tranſportation, ſure, 
my dear, you could not leave me behind you could 
you ? a 
Mach. Is there any power, any ſorce, that could 


tear me from thee? you might ſooner tear a penſion 
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out of the hands of a courtier, a fee from a lawyer, a 
pretty woman from a looking-glaſs, or any woman 
from guadrille But to tear me from thee is im- 
poſſible! 


AIR XVI. Over the Hills and far away. 


Were I laid on Greenland's coaſt, 

And in my arms embrac d my lajs ; 

Warm amidſt eternal freft, 

Jo fron the half year's nights would paſs, 
Polly. Were I joidon Indian foil, 

Soon as the burning day was clot d, 

I could mock the ſultry toil, 

When on my charmer's breaft repos'd. 
Mach. And I 2vould love you all the day. 
Polly. Every night would kiſs and play, 


Mach. If with me you'd fondly ſtray 
Polly. Over the bills and far away. 


Polly. Yes, I would go with thee. But oh! how 
ſhall I ſpeak it? I muſt be torn from thee. We mult 
part. 

Nach. How! part! 

Pally. We mult, we muſt.— My papa and mama 
are ſet againſt thy life. They now, ev'n now, are in 
ſcarch aftcr thee. They are preparing evidence a- 
gainſt thee. Thy life depends upon a moment. 


AIR XVII. Gin thou wert my aun thing— 


O cubar pain it is to part ! 
Can T leave ther, can I leave thee ? 
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O what pain it is to part ! 

Can thy Polly ever leave thee? 

But left death my love ſhould thwart, 

And bring thee to the fatal cart, 

Thus I tear thee from my bleeding heart! 
Fly bence, and let me leave thee, 


One kiſs, and then one kiſs—begone—farewel. 

Mach. My hand, my heart, my dear, is ſo rivetted 
to thine, that I cannot unloſe my hold. 

Polly. But my papa may intercept thee, and then I 
ſhould loſe the very glimmering of hope. A few weeks, 
perhaps, may reconcile us all. Shall thy P, hear 
from thee? 

Mach. Muſt I then go? 

P:lly. And will not abſence change your love ? 

Mach. If you doubt it, let me ftay— and be hang'd. 

Pally. O how I fear! how 1 tremble !—Go—bur 
when ſafety will give you leave, you will be ſure 10 
ſee me again; for till then Pclly is wretched. 


AIR XVIII. O the Broom, etc. 


Mach. The miſer thus a ſhilling ſees, [ Parting, and looking at 


Which bes eblig'd to pay, each other with fond- 


With fight refigns it by degrees, ut cb be at one door, he 


And fears tis gone for aye. 
Polly, The boy, thus, when bis ſparrow's flown, 
The bird in filence eyes ; 
But ſoon as out of fight tis gone, 
Whines, uebimpers, ſabs and cries, 
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ACT IL SCENEL 


A Tavern near Newgate, 


Jemmy Twitcher, Crook-finger'd Jack, Wat Dreary, 
Robin of Bagſhot, Nimming Ned, Henry Pading- 
ton, Matt of the Mint, Ben Budge, and the reſt of 
the gang, at the table, with wine, brandy and to- 
bacco. 


Ben, B UT pr'ythee, Matt, what is become of thy 
brother Tom? I have not ſeen him fince my 
return from tranſportation. 

Matt. Poor brother Tom had an accident this time 
twelve- month, and ſo clever a made fellow he was, that 
I could nor ſave him from thoſe fleaing raſcals the 
ſurgeons ; and now, poor man, he is among the otamys 
at Surgeon's- Hull, 

Ben. So it ſeems, his time was come. 

Jen. But the preſent time is ours, and no- body a- 
live hath more. Why are the laws levell'd at us? are 
we more diſhoneſt than the reſt of mankind ? what we 
win, gentlemen, is our own by the law of arms, and 
the right of conqueſt. 

Croz, Where ſhall we find ſuch another ſet of pra- 
ctical philoſophers, who, to a man, are above the fear of 
death? 

Wat. 
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Wat. Sound men, and true! 

Robin. Of try'd courage, and indefatigable induſtry ! 

Ned. Who is there here that would not die for his 
friend? 

Harry. Who is there here that would betray him for 
his intereſt ? 

Matt. Show me a gang of courtiers that can ſay as 
much, 

Ben. We are for a juſt partition of the world, for e- 
very man liath a right to enjoy life. 

Matt. We retrench the ſuperfluities of mankind. 
The world is avaritious, and I hate avarice. A covet- 
ous fellow, like a jack-daw, fleals what he was never 
made to enjoy, for the ſake of hiding it. Theſe are 
the robbers of mankind; for money was made for the 
free-hearted and generous; and where is the injury of 
taking from another what he hath not the heart to make 
uſe of? 

Jem. Our ſeveral ſtations for the day are fixt. Good 
Juck attend us. Fill the glaſſes. 


AIR XIX. Fill ev'ry glaſs, etc. 


Matt. Fill ire glaſs, for wine inſpires us, 
And fires us, \ 
With courage, love and joy ; 
Women and wine ſhould life employ. 
Is there ought elſe on earth defirous P 


Chorus. Fill ev'ry glaſs, etc. 
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SCENE u. 


To them enter Macheath. 


Aach. Gentlemen, well met. My heart hath been 
with you this hour; but an unexpected affair hath de- 
tained me. No ceremony, I beg you. 

Platt. We are jult breaking up to go upon duty, 
Am I to have the honour of taking the air with you, 
Sir, this evening upon the heath? I drink a dram now 
and then with the {tzge coach-men in the way of fricnd- 
ſhip and intelligence, and I know that about this time 
there will be paſſengers upon the weltern road, who ae 
worth ſpcaking with. 

Mach. 1 was to have been of that party— but. 

Melt. But what, Sir? 

M«acb. Is there any man that ſuſpects my courage ? 

Matt. We have ail been witneſles of it, 

Mach. My honour and truth to the gang! 

Melt. T'll be anſwerable for it. 

ATach. In the diviſion of our booty, have I ever 
ſhown the leaſt marks of avarice or injuſtice ? 

Matt. By theſe queſtions ſomething ſeems to have 
ruiited you. Are any of us ſulpcHed ? 

Mauch. I have a ſixt confidence, gentlemen, in you 
all, as men of honour, and as ſuch I valu* and reſpect 
you. Peachum is a man that is uſeſul to us. 


Matt. TI« he about to play us any foul play? I'll ſhoot 
him through the head. 
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Mach. I beg you, gentlemen, act with conduct and 
diſcretion. A piſtol is your laſt reſort. 

Matt. He knows nothing of chis meeting. 

Mach. Buſineſs cannot go on without him. He is 
a man who knows the world, and is a neceſſary agent 
to us. We have had a flight difference, and till it is 
accommodated I ſhall be obliged to keep out of his way. 
Any private diſpute of mine ſhall be of no ill conſe- 
quence to my friends, You mult continue to act un- 
der his direction, for the moment we break looſe from 
him, our gang is ruin'd. 

Matt. As a bawd to a whore, I grant you, he is to 
us of great convenience. 

Mach. Make him believe I have quittcd the gang, 
which I can never do but with life. At our private 
quarters I wlll continue to meet you. A week or fo 
will probably reconcile us. 

Matt. Your inſtructions ſhall be obſerv'd. *Tis now 
high time for us to repair to our ſeveral duties; ſo till 
the evening at our quarters in Moor. field: we bid you 
ſarewel. 

Mach. I ſhall wiſh myſelf with you. Succeſs attend 
you, [ Sits dun melauc haly at the table. 


AIR XX. March in Rinalds, with drums and trumpets. 


Mat. Let us take the road. 
Hark ! bear the ſound of coaches ! 
The bour of attack approaches, 
To your arms, brave boys, and lead, 
C 4 
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See the ball T beld ! 
Let the cbymiſti toil like aſſes, 
Our fire their fire ſurpaſſes, 
And turns all our lead to gold. 
[The gang, rang'd in the front of the ſtage, load their 
piſtols, and ſtick them under their girdles; then go off 
ſinging the firſt part in Chorus. 


SCENE III. 


Macheath, Drawer. 


Mach. What a fool is a fond wench! Polly is moſt 
confoundedly bit I love the ſex. And a man who 
Joves money, might be as well contented with one 
guinea, as I with one woman, The town perhaps 
hath been as much obliged to me, for recruiting it with 
free-hearted ladies, as to any recruiting officer in the 
army. If it were not for us and the other gentleman 
of the ſword, Drury- lane would be uninhabited. 


AIR XXI. Would you have a young virgin, etc. 


Tf the heart of a man is depreft with cares, 
The miſt is diſpel d tuben a woman appears ; 
Like the notes of a fiddle, ſhe ſweety, ſweetly 
Raiſes the ſpirits, and charms our cars. 
Roſes and lillies ber cheeks diſcloſe. 
But ber ripe lips are more ſweet than thoſe, 
Preſs ber, 
Careſs ber, 
With bliffes, 
Her kiſſes | 
Diffolve us in pleaſure, and ſoft repoſe. 


I 
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I muſt have women. There is nothing unbends the 
mind like them. Money is not ſo ſtrong a cordial for 
the time. Drau er Enter drawer.) Is the porter gone 
for all the ladies, according to my directions? 

Draw. I expect him back every minute. But you 
know, Sir, you ſent him as far as Hockley in the Hole for 
three of the ladies, for one in Vinegar-Yard, and for 
the reſt of them ſomewhere about Lewkner's-Lane. Sure 
ſome of them are below, for I hear the bar-bell. As 
they come I will ſhew them up. Coming, coming. 


SCENE IV. 


Macheath, AIs. Coaxer, Dolly Trull, Mrs. Vixen, 


Betty Doxy, Jenny Diver, Mrs. Slammekin, Suky 
Tawdry, and Molly Brazen. 


Mach. Dear Mrs. Cooxer, you are welcome. You 
look charmingly to-day. I hope you don't want the 
repairs of quality, and lay on paint Dolly Trull! 
kiſs me, you ſlut, are you as amorous as ever, hully? 
You are always ſo taken up with ſtealing hearts, that 
you don't allow yourſelf time to (teal any thing elſe. Ah 
Dilly, thou wilt ever be a coquette—-Mrs. Vixen, I'm 
yours; I always lov'd a woman of wit and ſpirit; they 
make charming miſtreſſes, but plaguy wives 
Betty Dexy! Come hither, huſſy, do you drink as hard 
as ever? you had better ſtick to good wholeſome beer; 
for in troth, Betty, ſtrong - waters will in time ruin your 
conſtitution. You ſhould leave thoſe to your bet- 
ters— What ! and my pretty Jenny Diver too! as prim 


42 THE BEGGAR'S OPERA. 


and demure as ever! there is not any pruce, though 
ever ſo hizh-bred, hath a more lanctify'd look, with 
a more miſchie vous heart. Ah! thou art a dear artful 
hypocrite—Mrs. Slammetin! as careleſs and genteel 
as ever! all you fine ladies, who know your own bœau- 
ty, affect an undreſs —But ſee, here's Suky T awry 
come to contradict what I was ſaying. Every thing 


ſhe gets one way ſhe lays out upon her back. Why, 


Suly, you malt keep at leaſt a dozen tally-men. Molly 


Brazen! | ſhe kiſſes bim. ] That's well done. I love a 


frce-hearted wench. Thou haſt a moſt agreeable aſſu- 


rance, girl, and art as willing as a turtle - But 


hark, 1 hear muſic, The harper is at the door. JF 


muſic be the ſoad of love, play on. Ere you ſeat your- 
ſelves, ladies, what think you of a dance? come in. 


[Enter Harper.) Play the French tune, that Mrs. Sam- { 


mekin was ſo fond of. 


LA dunce a la ronde in the French manner; near the 
end of it this ſong and chorus. 


AIR XXII. Cotillon. 


Yeuth's the ſeaſon made fer joys, 
Love is then our duty, 
Sbe alone, who that employs, 
Well deſerves ber beauty. 
Let's be gay, 
| Wile wwe may, 
Beauty" a flower, deſpis'd in decay, 
Youth s the ſeaſon, etc. 


Let us drink and ſport to-day, 
Ours is not to-morrow. 
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Leve with youth flies ſaviſt atv], 
Ae is nought but ſorrow, 
Dance and firg, 
Time's on the wwing, 
Life never knows the return of ſpring, 
Chorus. Let us drink, etc. 


Mach. Now, pray, ladics, take your places. Here 
fellow, [Pays the Harper. ] Bid the drawer bring us 
more wine. [Ex. Harper.) If any of the ladies chuſe 
ginn, I hops they will be ſo free to call for it. 

Jeuny. You look as if you meant me. Wine is ſtrong 
enough for me. Indeed, Sir, I never drink ſtrong- 
waters, but when I have the cholic. 

uch. Juſt the excuſe of the fine ladies! why, a 
lady of quality is never without the cholic. I hope, 
Mrs. Czaxer, you have had good {ſucceſs of late in your 
vilits among the mercers. 

C:ax, We have fo many interlopers—Yet with in- 
dultry, one may {lill have a little picking. I carried 
a ſilver- lou er'd luteſtring, and a picce of black pade- 
ſoy to Mr. Peachun's lock but laſt week. 

V:ix. There's I Brazen hath the ogle of a rattle- 
ſnake. She rivetted a lincn-draper's eye ſo faſt upon 
her, that he was nicx'd of thice pieces of cambric be- 
ſore hc cou'd look off. 

Prag. Oh dear madam !— But ſure nothing can 
come up to your handling of laces! And then you have 
ſuch a ſweet deluding tongue! to cheat a man is no- 
thing ; bur the woman mult have ſine parts indecd who 
Cacats a woman! 
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Vix. Lace, madam, lies in a ſmall compaſs, and is of 
eaſy conveyance. But you are apt, madam, to think 


too well of your friends. X 
Coax. If any woman hath more art than another, to 

be ſure, tis Jenny Diver. Though her fellow be ne- . 

ver ſo agreeable, ſhe can pick his pocket as coolly, as a 

if money were her only pleaſure. Now that is a com- I , 


mand of the paſſions uncommon in a woman! 

Jenny. I never go to the tavern with a man, but in 
the view of buſineſs. I have other hours, and other 
ſort of men for my pleaſure. But had I your addreſs, ? 
madam 

Mach. Have done with your compliments, ladies, 
and drink about: you are not ſo fond of me, Fenny, as 
you uſe to be. 

Jen. Tis not convenient, Sir, to ſhow my ſond- 
neſs among ſo many rivals. Tis your own choice, 
and not the warmth of my inclination that will deter. 
mine you, 


AIR XXIII. All in a miſty morning, etc. 


Before the barn-door crowing, 
The cock by bens attended, 
His eyes around bim throwing, 
Stands for a while ſuſpended. 
Then one be fingles from the crew, 
And chears the bappy ben; 
With bow do you do, and box do you do, 
And bow do you do again. 


Mach, Ah Fenny! thou art a dear ſlut. 
Trull. Pray, madam, were you ever in keeping? 
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Tawd. I hope, madam, I ha'nt been ſo long upon 
the town, bur I have met with ſome good fortune as 
well as my neighbours. 

Trull. Pardon me, madam, I meant no harm by 
the queſtion : twas only in the way of converſation. 

Tawd. Indeed, madam, if I had not been a fool, 1 
might have liv'd very handſomely with my laſt friend. 
But upon his miſſing five guineas, he turn'd me off. 
Now I never ſuſpected he had counted them. 

Slam. Who do you look upon, madam, as your 
belt ſort of keepers ? 

Trull, That, madam, is thereafter as they be. 

Slam, I, madam, was once kept by a Few ; and bat- 
ing their religion, to women they are a good ſort of 
people. 

Tawd. Now for my part, Town I like an old fellow; 
for we always make them pay for what they can't do. 

Vis. A ſpruce prentice, let me tell you, ladies, is no 
ill thing, they bleed freely; I have ſent at leaſt two or 
three dozen of them in my time to the plantations. 

Jenny. But to be ſure, Sir, with ſo much good ſor- 
tune as you have had upon the road, you muſt grow 


immenſely rich. 
Mach, The road, indeed, hath done me juſtice, 


but the gaming-table hath been my ruin. 


A I R XXIV, When once I lay with another man's 
wiſe, etc. 
Jen. The gameſters and lazuyers are jugglers alike, 
If they meddle, your all it in danger; 
Like gypfies if once they can finger a ſouſe, 
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Your pockets they pick, and they pilfer your bouſe, 
And give your eflate to a firanger, 


A man of courage ſhould never put any thing to the 
riſque but his life. Theſc are the tools of a man of ho- 
nour, Cards and dice are only fit for cowardly cheats, 
who prey upon thcir friends, 
[She takes up his piſtal, Tawdry takes up the other, 
Tawd. This, Sir, is fitter for your hand. Beſides 
your Joſs of money, *tis a loſs to the ladies. Gaming 
takes you off ſrom women, How fond could 1 be of 
you! but before company, 'tis il] bred, 
Mach. Wanton huſhes ! 
Jen. I mult and will have a kiſs to give my wine a 
zeſt. : 
[They take him abut the neck, and make ſigus to Peach- 
um and conſtables, who ruſh in upon him. 


SCENE:YV. 
To them Peachum, and conſtables. 


Peach, I ſeize you, Sir, as my priſoner. 

Mach. Was this well done, Jenny? women 
are decoy ducks! who can truſt them! beaſts, jades, 
jilts, harpies, furies, whores ! 

Peach. Your caſe, Mr. Macheath, is not particular. 
The greateſt heroes have becn ruin'd by women, But 
to do them jultice, I muit own they are a pretty ſort 
of creatures, if we could truſt them. You mult now, 
Sir, take your leave of the ladies, and if they have a 


he 
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mind to make you a viſit, they will be ſure to find you 
at home. This gentleman, ladies, lodges in Newgate, 
Conſtables, wait upon the captain to his lodgings. 


AIR XXV. When firſt I laid ſiege to my Chloris, etc. 


Mach. At the tree I ſhall ſuffer with pleaſure, 
Alt the tree I ſhall ſuffer with pleaſure. 
Let me ge where I will, 
In all kinds of ill, 
T foall find no ſuch furies as theſe are. 


Peach. Ladies, I'Il take care the reckoning ſhall be 
diſcharg'd. 


[Ex. Macheath, guarded with Peachum and conſtables. 


SCENE VI. 


The women remain. 


Vix. Look ye, Mrs. Jenny, though Mr. Peachum 
may have made a private bargain with you and Suky 
Tawdry for betraying the captain, as we were all aſſiſt- 
ing, we ought all to ſhare alike, 

C:ax. I think Mr. Peachum, after ſo long an ac- 
quaintance, might have truſted me as well as Jenny 
Diver. 

Slam. I am ſure at leaſt three men of his hanging, 
and in a year's time too, if he did me juſtice, ſhould 
be ſet down to my account. 

Trull. Mrs. Slammekin, that is not fair. For you 
know, one of them was taken in bed with me. 
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Jenny. As far as a bowl of punch or a treat, I be- 
lieve Mrs. Suky will join with me As for any 
thing elſe, ladies, you cannot in conſcience expect it. 
Slam. Dcar madam. 
Trull. I would not for the world 
Slam. Tis impoſlible for me 
Trull. As I hope to be ſav'd, madam 
Slam. Nay, then I muſt ſtay here all night 
Trull. Since you command me. 
[Exeunt with great ceremony. 


SCENE VII. Nowpate. 
Lockit, Turnkeys, Macheath, Conſtables. 


Lick. Noble captain, you are welcome. You have 
not been a lodger of mine this year and half. You 
know the cultom, Sir, Garniſh, eaptain, Garniſh. Hand 
me down thoſe fetters there. 

Mach, Thoſe, Mr. Lockit, ſeem to be the heavieſt 
of the whole ſet. With your leave, 1 ſhould like the 
further pair better. 

L:ck. Look ye, captain, you know what is fitteſt for 
our priſoners. When a gentleman uſes me with civili- 
ty, I always do the beſt I can to pleaſe him —— Hand 
them down, I ſay \Ve have them of all prices, 
from one guinea to ten, and 'tis fitting every gentleman 
ſhould pleaſe himſelf, 

Mach. I underſtand you, Sir, [ gives money.] The 
fees here are ſo many and ſo exorbitant, that few for- 

tunes 
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tunes can bear the expence of getting off handſomely, 
or of dying like a gentleman. 

Lick. Thoſe, I ſee, will fit the captain better 
Take down the further pair. Do but examine them, 
Sir, Never was better work How gentcelly 
they are made! They will ſit as eaſy as a glove, and 
the niceſt man in England might not be aſham'd to 
wear them [¶ He puts en the chains.) If I had the beſt 
gentleman in the land in my cuſtody, I could not e- 
quip him more handſomely. And fo, Sir—I now 
leave you to your private meditations. 


SCENE VIII. 
Macheath. 


AIR XXVI. Courtiers, courtiers, think it no harm, et. 


Man may eſcape from rope and gun, 
Nay, ſome have out - lie d the doctor a pill ; 
WW ho takes a woman muſt be undone, 
That Bafilisk is ſure to kill. 
The fly that fips treacle is boft in the ſaweets, 
So he that tafies man, woman, woman, 
He that taſtes woman, ruin meets. 


To what a woſul plight have I brought myſelf! Here 

muſt I, all day-long, till I am hang'd, be confin'd to 

hear the reproaches of a wench who lays her ruin at 

my door I am in the cuſtody of her father, and to 

be ſare if he knows of the matter, 1 ſhall have a fine 
D 
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time on't betwixt this and my execution—But I pro- 
miſed the wench marriage— What ſignifies a promiſe 
to a woman? Does not man in marriage itſelf promiſe 
a hundred things that he never means to perform ? Do 
all we can, women will believe us; for they look upon 
a promiſe as an excuſe for ſollowing their own inclina- 
tions.——But here comes Lucy, and I cannot get from 
hcr—-Wou'd I were deaf! 


SCENE IX. 
Macheath, Lucy. 


Lucy. You baſe man, you— how can you look me 
in the face after what hath paſt between us? See here. 
perfidious wretch, how I am forced to bear about the 
load of infamy you have laid upon me—O Mac heath! 
thou halt robb'd me of my quiet to ſee thee tor- 
tur'd would give me pleaſure. 


AIR XXVII. A lovely laſs to a friar came, etc. 


Thus when @ good bouſewwife ſees a rat 
In ber trap in the morning taken, 
With pleaſure ber beart goes pit-a pat 
In revenge for ber loſs of beacon : 
Then fbe throws bim 

To the dep or cat, 
To be worried, cruſb'd and ſhaken. 


Mach. Have you no bowels, no tenderneſs, my 
dear Lucy, to ſee a husband in theſe circumſtances ? 
Lucy, A husband! 


FF 
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Mach. In every reſpect but the form, and that, my 


dear, may be ſaid over us at any time. Friends 
ſnould not inſiſt upon ceremonies. From a man of 
honour, his word is as good as his Lond, 

Lucy. *Tis the pleaſure of all you fine men to inſult 
the women you have ruin'd. 


AIR XXVIIL. Twas when the ſeas was roring, etc. 


Hew cruel! are the traitors, 

Whe lie and ſwear in jeſt, 
To cheat unguarded creatures 

Of wirtue, fame, and reft ! 
Whoever fteals d ſhilling, 

Through ſhame the guilt conceaks : 
In love the perjur'd villain, 

With boafts the theft reveals, 


Mach. The very firſt opportunity, my dear, have 
but patience, you ihall be my wife in whatever manner 
you pleaſe. 

Lucy. Inſinuating monſter! And ſo you think I 
know nothing of the affair of miſs Polly Peachum—T 
could tear thy eyes out ! 

Mach. Sure, Lucy, you can't be ſuch a fool as to be 
jcalous of Pally! 

Lucy. Are you not marricd to her, you brute, you ? 

Mach. Married! very good. The wench gives it 
out only io vex thee, and to ruin me in thy good opi- 
nion. *Tis true, I go to the houſe; I chat with the 
girl, I Kiſs her, I ſay a thouſand things to her, as all 
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gentlemen do, that mean nothing, to divert myſelf; 
and now the filly jade hath ſet it about that I am mar- 
ried to her, to let me know what ſhe would be at. In- 
deed, my dear Lncy, theſe violent paſſions may be of 
ill conſequence to a woman in your condition, 

Lucy. Come, come, captain, for all your aſſurance, 
you know that miſs Polly hath put it out of your power 
to do me the juſtice you promis'd me. 

Mach. A jcalous woman believes every thing her 
paſhon ſuggeſts. To convince you of my ſincerity, 
if we can find the ordinary, I ſhall have no ſcruples of 
making you my wife; and I know the conſequence of 
having two at a time. 

Lucy. That you are only to be hang'd, and fo get 
rid of them both. 

Mach, I am ready, my dear Lucy, to give you ſa- 
tisfaction —if you think there is any in marriage 
What can a man of honour ſay more? 

Ln:y. So then, it ſcems, you are not married to miſs 
Pally. 

Mach. You know, Lucy, the girl is prodigiouſly con- 
ccited. No man can fay a civil thing to her, but, 
like other fine ladies, her vanity makes her think he's 
her own for ever and ever. 


AIR XXIX. The ſun had loos'd his weary Teams, efc. 


The firſt time at the looking -plaſs 
The mitber ſets her daughter, 

The image ftrikes the ſmiling laſs, 
With ſelf love ever aſter. 
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Each time ſhe looks, foe, fonder grown, 
Thinks ev ry charm grows fironger : 
But alas, va in maid, all eyes but your own, 


Can ſee you are not younger, 


When women conſider their own beauties, they are all 
alike unreaſonable in their demands, for they expect 
their lovers ſhould like them as long as they like them- 
ſelves. 

Lucy. Yonder is my father perhaps this way 
we may light upon the ordinary, who ſhall try if you 
will be as good as your word For I long to be 
made an honeſt woman. 


SCENE X. 


Peachum, Lockit with Accompt-Beock. 


Lack. In this laſt affair, brother Peachum, we are a- 
greed. You have conſented to go halves in Macheath. 

Peach. We ſhall never fall out about an execution — 
But as to that article, pray, how ſtands our laſt year's 
accompt ? 

Lock. If you will run your eye over it, you'll find 
'tis fair and clearly ſtated. 

Peach. This long arrear of the government is very 
hard upon us! Can it be expected that we ſhould hang 
our acquaintance for nothing, when our betters will 
hardly fave theirs without being paid for it. Unlcls 
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the people in employment pay better, Ipromiſe them 
for the future, I ſhall let other rogues live beſides their 
own. 

L:ck. Perhaps, brother, they are afraid theſe matters 
may be carried too ſar. We are treated too by them 
with contempt, as if our proſeſſion were not reputablc. 

Peach. In one reſpect indecd, our employment may 
be reckon'd diſhoneſt, becauſe like great ſtateſmen, we 
encourage thoſe who betray their friends. 

Lac“. Such language, brother, any where elſe, miglit 
turn to your prejudice. Learn to be more guarded, I 
beg you. 


AIR XXX. How happy are we, etc. 


When you cenſure the age, 
Be cautious and ſage, 
Left the courtiers eff-nded ſhould be: 
If you mention wice or bribe, 
JI ſo pat to all the tribe, 
Each crys -- That wwas level d at me. 


Peach. Here's poor Ned Clincher's name, I ſee. Sure, 
brother Lockit, there was a little unfair proceeding in 
Ned's caſe; for he told me in the condemn'd hold, that 
for value receiv'd, you had promis'd him a ſeſſion or 
two longer without moleſtation. 

Lick. Mr. Peachum, —This is the firſt time my ho- 
nour was cver call'd in queſtion, 

Peach. Buſineſs is at an end—if once we act diſho- 
nourably. 
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Lock. Who accuſes me? 

Peach. You are warm, brother. 

Lock. He that attacks my honour, attacks my live- 
li- hood And this uſage—Sir—is not to be born. 

Peach. Since you provoke me to ſpeak—1 muſt tell 
you too, that Mrs. Coaxer charges you with defraud- 
ing her of her information-money, for the apprehend- 
ing of curl-pated Hugh. Indeed, indeed, brother, we 
muſt punctually pay our ſpics, or we {hall have no in- 

ation. 

Lick. Is this language to me, Sirrah —who have ſav'd 
you from the gallows, Sirrah | [Collaring each other. 

Peach. If I am hang'd, it ſhall be for ridding the 
world of an arrant raſcal. 

Lick. This hand ſhall do the office of the halter you 
deſerve, and throttle you you dog! — 

Peach. Brother, brother We arc both in the wrong 
— We ſhall be both loſers in the diſpute, for you know 
we have it in our power to hang each other. You 
ſhould not be ſo paſſionate. 

L:ck. Nor you ſo provoking. 

Peach. Tis our mutual intereſt ; *tis for the intereſt 
of the world we ſhould agree. If I ſaid any thing, bro- 
ther, to the prejudice of your character, I aſk pardon. 

Lock. Brother Peachum I can forgive as well 
as relent——-—Give me your hand. Suſpicion does 
not become a friend. 

Peach. 1 only meant to give you occaſion to juſtiſy 
yourſelf: but I muſt now ſtep home, for I expect the 
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gentleman about this ſnuff-· box, that Filch nimm'd two 
nights ago in the park. I appointed him at this hour. 


SCENE XI, 
Lockit, Lucy. 


Lock, Whence come you, huſly ! 

Lucy. My tears might anſwer that queſtion. 

Lock. You have then been whimpering and fondling, 
like a ſpaniel, over the fellow that has abus'd you. 

Lucy. One can't help love; one can't cure it. Tis 
not in my power to obcy you, and hate him. 

Lock. Learn to bear your husband's death like a 
reaſonable woman. Tis not the faſhion, now-a-days, 
ſo much as to affect ſorrow upon theſe occaſions. No 
woman would ever marry, if ſhe had not the chance 
of mortality for a releaſe. Act like 2a woman of ſpirit, 
huſſy, and thank your fathcr for what he is doing. 


AIR XXXI. Of a noble race was Shinkin, 


Lucy. 4s then bis fate decreed, Sir? 
Such a man can I think of quitting Þ 
When firft we met, jo moves me yet, 
O ſee bow my beart is ſplitting ! 


L:c%. Look ye, Lucy There is no ſaving him 
— 0, I think, you muſt ev'n do like other widows 
—— Buy yourlclf werds, and be checrtul. 


. 
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AIR XXXII. 


You'll think e' er many days enſue, 
This ſentence not ſevere ; 
T hang your husband, child, tis true, 
But with bim bang your care. 
Twarg dang dillo dee, 


Like a good wife, go moan over your dying husband, 
That, child, is your duty — Conſider, girl, you can't 
have the man and the money too —ſo make yourſclf 
as eaſy as you can, by getting all you can from him. 


SCENE XII. 
Lucy, Machcath. 


Lucy. Though the ordinary was out of the way to- 
day, I hope, my dear, you will, upon the firſt oppor- 
tunity, quiet my ſcruples-—Oh Sir! — my father's 
hard hcart is not to be ſoſten'd, and I am in the ut- 
moſt deſpair. 

Mach. But if I could raiſe a ſmall ſum— Would 
not twenty guineas, think you, move him? — Of all 
the arguments in the way of buſineſs, the perquiſite 
is the molt prevailing Your father's perquiſites for 
the eſcape of priſoners muſt amount to a couſiderable 
ſum in the year. Money well tim'd, and properly 
apply'd, will do any thing. 
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AIR XXXIII. London ladies. 


If you at an office ſolicit your due, 
Aud 40-1 4 not bave matters neglected; 
You muſt g e n the clerk with the per quiſite too, 
To do what bis duty directed 
Or evould you the frowns of a lady prevent, 
Spe tos bas this paipable failing, 
The perguiſitæ ſoftens ber into conſent ; 
That reaſen with all is prevailing. 


Lucy. What love or money can do ſhall be done: 
for all my comfort depends upon your ſafety. 


SCENE XIII. 


Lucy, Macheath, Polly. 


Pally. Where is my dear husband? Was a rope e- 
vcr intended for this neck !—O let me throw my arms 
about it, and throttle thee with love— Why doſt thou 
turn away from me?—'Tis thy Polly Tis thy wiſe. 

Mach. Was ever ſuch an unfortunate raſcal as 
I am! 

Lucy. Was there ever ſuch another villain ! 

Polly. O Macheath! was it for this we parted ? tak- 
en! impriſon'd ! try'd! hang'd !---cruel reflection! JI 
ſtay with thee *rill death no force thall tear thy 
dear wife from thee now. — What mcans my love— 
Not one kind word! not one kind look! think what 


thy Polly ſuffers to ſee thee in this condition. 


* 
* 2 1 
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AIR XXXIV. All in the downs, etc. 


Thus when the favallow, ſeeking prey, 
Within the ſaſb is cloſely pent, 
His conſort, with bemoaning lay, 
Without fits pining for th' event, 
Her chattering lovers all around ber ſkim, 
Sbe beeds them not, poor bird! ber ſoul s with bim. 


Mach. I muſt diſown her. Lide. ] The wench is 
diſtracted. | 

Lucy. Am I then bilk'd of my virtue? Can I have 
no reparation? Sure men were born to lye, and wo- 
men to believe them! O villain! villain! 

Pally. Am not I thy wife? Thy neglect of me, thy 
averſion to me too ſeverely proves it Lock on me. 
Tell me, am I not thy wiſe? 

Lucy. Perſidious wretch ! 

Pally. Barbarous husband! 

Lucy. Hadſt thou been hang'd five months ago, 1 
had been happy. 

Polly. And I too If you had been kind to me *till 
death, it wou!d not have vex'd me—And that's no 
very unreaſonable requeſt, though from a wife, to a 
man who hath not above ſeven or eight days to live. 

Lucy. Art tliou then married io another! Haſt thou 
two wives, monſter? 

Mach. If women's tongues can ceaſe for an anſwer 
———-hcar nie. 

Lucy. I won't—Flch and blood can't bear my u- 
ſage. . 
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Polly. Shall I not claim my own? juſtice bids me 
ſpeak, 


AIR XXXV. Have you heard of a frolicſome 
ditty, etc. 


Mach. Hew hap, y could I be with either, 
Mere: Luar charmer away ! 
But while you this tage me togetber , 
To reither a word will T ſay ; 
But tol de rol, exc, 


Pally. Sure, my dear, there ought to be ſome pre- 
ſcrence ſhown to a wife! At leaſt ſhe may claim the 
appearance of it. He muſt be diſtracted with his mis- 
fortunes, or he could not uſe me thus! 

Lucy. O villain, villain! thou haſt deceived me 
I could even inform againſt thee with pleaſure. Not 
a prude wiſhes more heartily to have ſacts againſt her 
intimate acquaintance, than I now wiſh to have facts a- 
gainſt thee. I would have her ſatisfaction, and they 
ſhould all out. 


AIR XXXVI. Iriſh trot. 


Polly. I'm bubbled. 

Lucy. -------- Im bubbled. 

Polly. O bow I am trcubled ! 

Lucy. Bambouzled, and bit ! 

Polly My 4iftreſſes are doubled. 

Lucy. When you come to ihe tree, ſhould the bangman refuſe, 
Theſe fingers, with pleaſure, could faſten the noſe. 

Polly. I'm bubbled, ete. 


1e 
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Mach, Be pacified, my dear Lucy— This is all a 
fetch of Polly's, to make me deſperate with you in caſe 
I get off. If I am hang'd, ſhe would fain have the 
credit of being thought my widow——Really, Polly, 
this is no time for a diſpute of this ſort, for whenever 
you are talking of marriage, I am thinking of hanging. 
Pully. And haſt thou the heart to perſiſt in diſown- 
ing me ? 

Mach, And haſt thou the heart to perſiſt in perſuad- 
ing me that I am married? Why, Pelly, doſt thou 
ſeek to aggravate my misfortunes ? 

Lucy. Really, Miſs Peachum, you but expoſe your- 
ſelf. Beſides, *tis barbarous in you to worry a gentle- 
man in his circumſtances, 


AIR XXXVII. 


Polly. Ceaſe your funring ; 
Force or cunning 
Never ſhall my beart trepan ; 
Ali theſe ſallies 
Are but malice 
To ſeduce my conflant man. 
Tit moſt certain, 
By their flurting, 
Memen oft bade envy ſhewon ; 
Pleas'd to ruin 
Otbers wocing; 
Never bappy in their own 


Lucy. Decency, madam, methinks, might teach yon 


to behave yourſelf with ſome reſerve willi the husband. 
while his wife is preſent. 
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Mach. But ſeriouſly, Polly, this is carrying the joke 
a little too far. \ 

Lucy. If you are determin'd, madam, to raiſe a di- 
ſturbance in the priſon, I ſhall be oblig'd to ſend for 
the Turnkey to ſhew you the door. 1 am ſorry, ma- 
dam, you force me to be ſo ill- bred. 

Polly. Give me leave to tell you, madam; theſe 
forward airs don't become you in the leaſt, madam. 
And my duty, madam, obliges me to ſtay with my 
husband, madam. 


AIR XXXVIII. Good morrow, goſſip Jaan. 


Lucy. Why be now, madam Flirt? 
If you thus muſt chatter ; 
And are fer flinging dirt, 
Let's try wwbo beft can ſpatter ; 
Madam Flirt ! 
Polly. Why bow now, ſaucy jade; 
Sure the xvench is tipſy ! 
How can you ſee me maae [To him, 
The ſcoff of ſuch a gipſy ! 
Saucy jade ! [To her. 


"SCENE XIV. 
Lucy, Macheath, Polly, Peachum. 


Peach. Where's my wench? Ah huſſy! huſſy! — 
Come you home, you flut; and when your fellow is 
hang'd, hang yourſelf, to make your family ſome 
amends. 


THE BEGGAR'S OPERA 63 


Polly. Dear, dear father, do not tear me from him 
1 muſt ſpeak ; I have more to ſay to him Oh ! twiſt 
the fetters about me, that he may not haul me from 
thee ! 

Peach. Sure all women are alike! If ever they com- 
mit the folly, they are ſure to commit another by ex- 
poſing themſelves Away Not a word more You 
are my priſoner now, huſſy. 


AIR XXXIX. Iriſh Howl. 


Polly, No power on earth can cer divide 
The knot that ſacred love bath ty'd, 
When parents draw againft our mind, 
The true-love's knot they fafter bind. 
Ob, ob ray, ab ambo rab. ab, ob, etc. 


Holding Macheath, Peachum pulling her. 


SCENE XV. 
Lucy, Macheath. 


Mach, I am naturally compaſſionate, wife, ſo that I 
cou'd not uſe the wench as ſhe deſerv'd; which made 
you at firſt ſuſpe& there was ſomething in what ſhe 

ſaid. | 
Lucy. Indeed, my dear, I was ſtrangely puzzled. 

Mach. If that had been the caſe, her father would 
never have brought me into this circumſtance — No, 
Lucy — I had rather die than be falſe to thee. 

Lucy. How happy am I, if you fay this from you: 


— — — 
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heart! for I love thee fo, that I could ſooner bear to 
ſee thee hang'd than in the arms of another. 

Mach. But couldſt thou bear to ſce me hang'd ? 

Lucy. Oh Macheath, I can never live to ſee that 
day. 
Mach. You ſee, Lucy; in the account of love you 
are in my debt, and you muſt now be convinc'd that 
I rather chuſe to die than to be another's — Make me, 
if poſſible, love thee more, and let me owe my life to 
thee If you refuſe to aſſiſt me, Peachum and your fa- 
ther will immediately put me beyond all means of e- 
ſcape. 

Lucy. My father, I know, hath been drinking hard 
with the priſoners: And I fancy he is now taking his 
nap in his own room if I can procure the keys, 
ſhall I go off with thee, my dear ? 

Mach. If we are together, 'twill be impoſſible to lye 
conceal'd. As ſoon as the ſearch begins to be a little 
cool, I will ſend to thee—'Till then my heart is thy 
priſoner. 

Lucy. Come then, my dear husband—owe thy life 
to me—and though you love me not — be grateful-— 
But that Polly runs in my head ſtrangely. 

Mach. A moment of time may make us unhappy 
for ever. 


AIR XL. The Laſs of Patie's Mill, etc. 


Lucy. I like the fox ſpall grieve, 
Whoſe mate bath left her fide, 
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Whom hounds, from morn to eve, 
Chaſe oer the country wide. 
Where can my lover bide P 
Where cheat the weary pack f 
If lowe be not bis guide, 
He never vill come back! 


ACT IL SCENE I. 


SCENE, Newgate. 
Lockit, Lucy. 


Lick. *. be 72 wench, you muſt have been 
aiding and abetting to help him to 
this eſcape. 

Lucy. Sir, here hath been Peachum and his daugh- 
ter Ply, and to be ſure they know the ways of Nen. 
gate, as well as if they had been born and bred in the 
place all their lives. Why malt all your ſuſpicion 
light upon me ? 

Lock. Lucy, Lucy, I will have none of theſe ſhuffling 
anſwers, 

Lucy. .Well then—1If 1 know any thing of him, I 
wiſh I may be burnt ! 

Lack. Keep your temper, Lucy. or I all pronounce 
you guilty. 

Lucy. Keep yours, Sir, —1I do wiſh I may be burr, 
1 do—And what can I ſay more to convitee you: ' 

2 7 
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Lock. Did he tip handſomely Ho much did he 
come down with? Come, huſſy, don't cheat your father, 
and I ſhall not be angry with you Perhaps, you have 
made a better bargain with him than I could have 
done— How much, my good girl! 

Licy. You know, Sir, I am fond of him, and would 
have given money to have kept him with me. 

L:ck. 3h, Lucy! thy education might have put thee 
more upon thy guard; for a girl in the bar of an ale- 
houlc is always beſieg' d. 

Lier. Dear Sir, mention not my education — ſor 
twas to that I owe my ruin. 


A I R XLI. If Love's a ſweet Paſſion, etc. 


It hen young at the bar you firſt taught me to ſcore, 
And bid me be free of my lips, and no mere; 

I was kiſs" d by the parſ;n, the /quire and the ſot, 
en the gueſt woas departed, the tiſs vas forgot. 
But bis liſs was ſo ſweet, ard ſo cloſely be preſt. 
That 1 larguifh'd and pin'd till I granted the reſt. 


If you can forgive me, Sir, I will make a fair confeſ- 
yon, ſor to be ſure he hath bcen a moſt barbarous vil- 
lain to me, 

L:ci, And ſo you have let him eſcape, huſſy— 
have you? 

Erb When a woman loves, a kind look, a tender 
word, can perſuade her to any thir g— And I could ask 
n9 other bribe, 


Lock, Thou wilt always be a vulgar flut, Lucy —1f 
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you would not be look'd upon as a fool, you ſhould 
never do any thing but upon the ſoot of intereſt. Thoſe 
that a& otherwiſe are their own bubbles. 

Lucy. But love, Sir, is a misfortune that may hap- 
pen to the moſt diſcreet woman, and in love we are all 
fools alike— Notwithſtanding all he ſwore, 1 am now 
fully convinc'd that Polly Peachum is actually his wife 
Did I let him eſcape, fool that I was! to go to her? 
Pally will wheedle herſelf into his money, and then 
Peachum will hang him, and cheat us both. 

Lzck. So I am to be ruin'd, becauſe, ſorſooth, you 
mult be in love Ia very pretty excuſe ! 

Lucy. I could murder that impudent happy ſtrum- 
pet—-I gave him his life, and that creature enjoys the 
ſweets of it——Ungrateful Macheats. 


AIR XLII. South-ſea Ballad. 


My love is all madneſs and folly, 
Alone I lye, 
Tofs, tumble, and cry, 
What a happy creature it Polly 
Was e er ſuch a wretch as J 
With rage I redden like ſcarlet, 
That my dear inconſtant varlet, 
Stark blind to my charms, 
1s loft in the arms 
Of that jilt, that inveigling barlet ! 
| Stark blind to my charms, 
Is le in the arms 
Of that jilt, that inveigling barl:t ! 
This, this my reſentment alarms, 
E 2 
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Lock. And fo after all this miſchief, I muſt ſtay here 
to be entertain'd with your catcrwauling, miſtreſs Pi 
Out of my ſight, wanton ſtrumpet! you ſhall faſt 
and mortify yourſelf into reaſon, with now and then 
a little handſome diſcipline to bring you to your ſcn- 
{cs-—Go. 


SCENE II. 
Lockit. 


Po1rhym then intends to outwit me in this affair; 
bu: I'll be even with him — The dog is leaky in his 
liquor, ſo I'll ply him that way, get the ſecret from 
him, and turn this affair to my own advantage 
Lious, wolves, ard vultures don't live together in 
hers, droves or flocks, Of all animals of prey, man 
is the only ſociable one. Every one of us preys upon 
bis ncighbour, and yct we herd together —Peachum is 
my companion, my friend - According to the cuſtom 
of the world, indeed, he may quote thouſands of pre- 
cedents for cheating me And ſhall not I make ule of 
the privilege of friendſhip to make him a return? 


AIR XLIII. Packingt:n's Pound. 


Thus gameſters united in ſriendſbip are fo:md, 
Though they knonv that their induſtry all is a cheat ;; 
They flock to their prey at the dice- bi = ſound, 
And join to pr ;n::14 one ger deceit ; 


JJ 


os _— = | - * — Wwe WY 


—_ * 


THE BEGGAR'S OPERA. 69 


But if by miſhap 
They fail of a chap, 
To keep in their bands, they each other intrap : 
Like piles, lank with hunger, who miſs of their ends, 
They bite their companions, and prey on their friends, 


Now, Peachum, you and I, like honeſt tradeſmen, 
are to have a fair trial which of us two can over-reach 
the other —Lucy—P[enter Lucy. ] Are there any of 
Peachum's people now in the houſe? 

Lucy. Filch, Sir, is drinking a quartern of ſtrong- 
waters in the next room with black AI. 

Lock. Bid him come to me. 


SCENE III. 
Lockit, Filch. 


Lock. Why, boy, thou lookeſt as if thou wert half- 
ſtarved like a ſhotten herring. 

Filch. One had need have the conſtitution of a horſe 
to go through the buſineſs—Since the favourite child- 
getter was diſabled by a miſhap, I have picked up a 
little money by helping the ladies to a pregnancy a- 
gainſt their being call'd down to ſentence-—But if a man 
cannot get an honeſt livelihood an eaſier way, I am 
ſure tis what I can't undertake for another ſeſſion. 

Lack. Truly. if that great man ſhould tip off, *twould 
be an irreparable Joſs. The vigour and prowels of a 
knight-crrant never fav'd half the ladics in diſtreſs that 

E 3 
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he hath done But, boy, canſt thou tell me where 
thy maſler is to be found! 

Filch. At his + lock, Sir, at the Croated Billet. 

Lick. Very well—1 have nothing more with you. 
LEx. Filch.] I'll go to him there, for I have many 
important affairs to ſettle with him : and in the way of 
thoſe tranſactions, I'Il artfully get into his ſecret. So 
that Macheath ſhall not remain a day longer out of my 
clutches. | 


SCENE iv. A ganing-Hnſe. 


Macheath in a fine tarniſh'd coat, Ben. Budge, Matt of 
the Mint. 


Mach. I am ſorry, gentlemen, the_road was fo bar- 
ren of money. When my friends are in difficultics, I 
am always glad that my fortune can be ſerviceable to 
them [Gives them money.] You ſee, gentlemen, I am 
not a meer court friend, who profeſſes every thing and 
will do nothing. 


AIR XLIV. Lillibullero. 


The modes of the court ſo common are grown, 
That a true friend can bardly be met; 
Friendſhip for intereſt is but a loan, 
Which they let out for what they can get. 


+ A cant word, ſignifying a warchouſe where fiolen goods are 
depoſited, 
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"Tis true you. find 
Some friends ſo kind, 
Who will give you good courſe] themſelves to defend. 
In ſorrowful ditty, 
| They promiſe, they pity, 
But ſhift you for money from friend to friend. 


But we, gentlemen, have ſtill honour enough to break 
through the corruptions of the world And while I can 
ſerve you, you may command me. 
Ben. It grieves my heart that ſo generous a man 
ſhould be involv'd in ſuch difficulties, as oblige him 
to live with ſuch ill company, and herd with gameſters. 
Matt. See the partiality of mankind! one man may 
ſteal a horſe, better than another look over a hedge — 
Of all mechanics, of all ſervile handicraſts-men, a 
gameſter is the vileſt. But yet as many of the quali- 
ty are of the profeſſion, he is admitted amongſt the po- 
liteſt company. I wonder we are not more reſpected. 
Mack. There will be a deep play to night at Mary. 
bone, and conſequently money may be pick'd up upon 
the road. Meet me there, and I'll give you the hint 
who is worth ſetting. 
Matt. The fellow with a brown coat with a narrow 
gold binding, I am told, is never without money. 
Mach. What do you mean, Matt ?- Sure you 
will not think of meddling with him !—He's a good 
honeſt kind of a fellow, and one of us. 
Ben. To be ſure, Sir, we will put ourſelves under 
your direction. | 
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Mach. Have an eye upon the money-lenders-— A 
Rouleau, or two, would prove a pretty fort of an ex- 
pedition, I hate extortion. 

Matt. Theſe Rouleaus are very pretty things —1 
hate your bank bills There is ſuch a hazard in put- 
ting them off. 

Mach. There is a certain man of diſtinction, who in 
his time hath nick'd me out of a great deal of the 
ready, He is in my caſh, Ben—1'll point him out to 
you this evening, and you ſhall draw upon him for 
the debt The company are met; I hear the dice- 
box in the other room, So, gentlemen, your ſervant. 
You'll meet me at Mary - lone. 


SCENE V. Peachum's Lock. 
A table with wine, brandy, pipes and tobacco, 
Peachum, Lockit. 


Lack. The coronation accompt, brother Peachum, is 
of ſo intricate a nature, that I believe it will never be 
ſettled. 

Peach. It conſiſts indeed of a great variety of ar- 
ticles. —It was worth to our people, in fees of different 
kinds, above ten inſtalments This is part of the 
accompt, brother, that lics open before us. 

Lack. A lady's tail of rich brocade 
ſce, is diſpos'd of. 

Peach. To Mrs. Diana Trapes, the tally-woman, 


that, I 
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and ſhe will make a good hand on't in ſhoes and flip- 
pers, to trick out young ladies, upon their going into 
kceping.— 

Lock. But I don't ſee any article of the jewels. 

Peach. Theſe are fo well known that they muſt be 
ſent abroad Vou'll find them enter'd under the ar- 
ticle of exportation—As for the ſnuff-boxes, watch. 
es, ſwords, etc. I thought it beſt to enter them un. 
der their ſeveral heads. 

L:ck. Seven and twenty women's pockets complete; 
with the ſeveral things therein contain'd; all ſeal'd, 
number'd and enter'd. 

Peach. But, brother, it is impoſſible for us now to 
entcr upon this affair—We ſhould have the whole 
day before us Beſides, the accompt of the laſt half 
year's plate is in a book by itſelf, which lies at the o- 
ther office. 

Lzck. Bring us then more liquor To. day ſhall be 
for pleaſure—To-morrow for buſineſs — Ah brother, 
thoſe daughters of our's are two ſlippery huſſies — 
Keep a watchful eye upon Polly. and Macheath in a 
day or two ſhall be our own again. 


AIR XLV. Down in the North Country, et, 


Lock, What gudgeons are we men 
Ev'ry woman's eaſy prey, 
Though wwe bave felt the book, again 
Me bite and they betray, 
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The bird that hath been trapt, 
When be bears bis calling mate, 

To ber be flies, again be's clapt 
Within the wiry grate. 


Peach. But what ſignifies catching the bird, if your 
daughter Lucy will ſet open the door of the cage ? 

Lock, If men were anſwerable for the follies and 
frailties of their wives and daughters, no friends could 
keep a good correſpondence together for two days.— 
This is unkind of you, brother; for among good friends, 
what they ſay or do goes for nothing. 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Sir, here's Mrs. Diaua Trapes wants to ſpeak 
with you. | 

Peach. Shall we admit her, brother Lockit ? 

Lock. By all means—She's a good cuſtomer, and a 
fine ſpoken woman—And a woman, who drinks and 
talks ſo freely, will enliven the converſation. 


Peach. Deſire her io walk in. [Exit Servant. 


SCENE VI. 
Peachum, Lockit, Mrs. Trapes. 


Peach, Dear Mrs. Dye, your ſervant—Oaec may 
know by your kiſs, that your ginn is excellent. 

Trapes. I was always very courious in my liquors, 

Lock. There is no perfum'd breath like it have 


EC no_—_—_ 
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been Jong acquainted with the flavour of thoſe lips 
han't I, Mrs. Dye? | 

Trapes. Fill it up—T1 take as large draughts of li- 
quor, as I did of love—T hate a flincher in either. 


AIR XLVI. A Shepherd kept Sheep, etc. 


In the days of my youth I could bill like a dove, fa, la, la, etc. 
Like a ſparrow at all times wat ready for love, fa, la, la, etc. 


The life of all mortals in kiſſing ſhould paſs, 
Lip to lip while ue re young---then the lip to the glaſs, fa, etc; 


But now, Mr. Peachum, to our buſineſs If you have 
blacks of any kind, brought in of late; mantoes— 
Velvet ſcarfs —Petticoats—Let it be what it will 
I am your chap— ſor all my ladies are very fond of 
mourning. 

Peach. Why, look ye, Mrs. Dye you deal ſo hard 
with us, that we can afford to give the gentlemen, who 
venture their lives for the goods, little or nothing. 

Trapes, The hard times oblige me to go very near 
in my dealing—to be ſure, of late ycars I have been 
a great ſufferer by the parliament — Three thouſand 
pounds would hardly make me amends—The act for 
deſtroying the mint was a ſevere cut upon our buſi- 
neſs —*Till then, if a cuſtomer ſtept out of the way— 
we knew where to have her—No doubt you know 
Mrs. Coaxer— there's a wench now, till to-day, with 


2 good ſuit of clothes of mine upon her back, and I 


could never ſet eyes upon her for three months toge- 
ther — Since the act tov againſt impriſonment for ſmall 


76 THE BEGGAR'S OPERA. 


ſums, my loſs there too hath been very conſiderable; 
and i: muſt be ſo, when a lady can borrow a handſome 
petticoat, or a clean gown, and I not have the leaſt 
hank upon her! And, o' my conſcience, now-a-days 
moſt ladies take a delight in cheating, when they can 
do it with ſafety. 

Peach. Madam, you had a handſome gold watch of 
us t'other day for ſeven guineas— Conſidering we muſt 
have our profit——To a gentleman upon the road, a 
gold watch will be ſcarce worth the taking. 

Trapes. Conſider, Mr. Peachum, that watch was re- 
markable, and not of very ſaſe ſale — Iſ you have any 
black velvet ſcarſs they are a handſome winter 
wear; and take with moſt gentlemen who deal with 
my cuſtomers Tis I that put the ladies upon a good 
foot. Tis not youth or beauty that fixes their price. 
The gentlemen always pay according to their dreſs, 
from half a crown to two guineas; and yet thoſe huſ- 
ſies make nothing of bilking me Then too, allowing 
for accidents I have eleven fine cuſtomers now down 
under the ſurgeon's hands, what with fees and other 


expences, there are great goings-out, and no comings- 


in, and not a farthing to pay for at leaſt a month's 
clothing —— We run great riſques great riſques 
indeed. 

Peach. As I remember, you ſaid ſomething juſt now 
of Mrs. Caaxer. 

Trapes. Yes, Sir To be ſure I ſtript her of a ſui: 
ol my own clothes about two hours ago; and have leſt 
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her as ſhe ſhould be, in her ſhift, with a lover of hers 
at my houſe. She call'd him up ſtairs, as he was go- 
ing to Mary-bone in a hackney coach—And 1 hope 
for her own ſake and mine, ſhe will perſuade the ca- 
ptain io redeem her; for the captain is very generous to 
the ladies. 

Lock. What captain ? 

Trapes. He thought I did not know him An inti- 
mate acquaintance of yours, Mr. Peachum On- 
ly captain Macheath as fine as a lord. 

Peach. To-morrow, dear Mrs. Dye, you ſhall ſet 
your own price upon any of the goods you like—We 
have at leaſt half a dozen of velvet ſcarfs, and all at 
your ſervice. Will you give me leave to make you a 
preſent of this ſuit of night-clothes for your own wear- 
ing ?—But are you ſure it is captain Macheath ? 

Trapes. Though he thinks I have forgot him, no- 
body knows him better. I have taken a great deal of 
the captain's money in my time at ſecond-hand; for 
he always lov'd to have his ladies well dreſt. 

Peach, Mr. Lactit and I have a little buſineſs with 
the captain ;—You underſtand me——and we will 
fatisfy you for Mrs. Caaxer's debt. 

L:ck. Depend upon it——we will deal like men 
of honour. | | 

Trapes. I don't enquire after your affairs—ſo hat- 
ever happens, I waſh my hands on't—Ir hath always 
been my maxim, that one friend ſhould aſſiſt another 
But if you pleaſe T'll take one of the ſcarſs 
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bome with me. *Tis always good to have ſomething in 
hand. 


SCENE VII. Newgate. 


Lucy. 


Jealouſy, rage, love and fear, are at once tearing 
me to pieces, How I am weathcr-beaten and ſhatter'd 
with diſtreſs. 


ATR XLVII. One evening having loſt my way, etc, 


Im like a fkiff on the ocean to, 
Now bigb, now low, with each billow born, 
With ber rudder broke, and ber anchor If, 
Deſerted and all forlorn. 
While thus I lye rolling and toſſing all night, 
That Polly lyes ſporting on the ſeas of delight ! 
Revenge, revenge, revenge, 
Shall appeaſe my ref leſi ſprite. 
I have the rats-bane ready—1 run no riſque; for 1 
can lay her death upon the ginn, and ſo many dye of 
that naturally, that I ſhall never be call'd in queſtion— 
But ſay I were to be hang'd—1 never could be hang'd 


for any thing that would give me greater comfort, than 
the poiſoning that ſlut. 


Euter Filch. 


Filch. Madam, here's our miſs Pally come to wait 


upon you. 
Lucy. Show her in. 


a as ud 
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SCENE VIII. 


Lucy, Polly. 


Lucy. Dear madam, your ſervant, —T hope you 
will pardon my paſſion, when I was fo happy to fee 
you laſt ] was fo over-run with the ſpleen, that I was 
perfectly out of myſelf. And really when one hath 
the ſpleen, every thing is to be excus'd by a fricnd. 


AIR XLVII. Now Roper, T'll tell thee becauſe 
thou'rt my Son. 


When a wife's in ber pout, 
( As ſhe's ſometimes, no doubt, ) 
The good husband as meek as a lamb, 
Her wapours to fill, 
Firſt grants ber ber will, | 
And the quieting draught is a dram; 
Poor man! And the quieting draught is a dram, 


I wiſh all our quarrels might have ſo comfort- 
able reconciliation. 

Pally. I have no excuſe for my own behaviour, ma- 
dam, but my misfortunes And really, madam, I 
ſuffer too upon your account. | 

Lucy. But, miſs Polly———in the way of friendſhip, 
will you give me leave to propoſe a glaſs of cordial 
to you. 

Pally. Strong waters are apt to give me the head - ach 
I hope, madam, you will excuſe me. 
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Lucy. Not the greateſt lady in the land could have 
better in her cloſet, for her own private drinking — 
You ſeem mighty low in ſpirits, my dear. 

Polly. 1 am forry, madam, my hcalth will not al- 
low me to accept of your offer ſhould not have left 
you in the rude manner I did when we met laſt, ma- 
dam, had not my papa haul'd me away ſo unexpeQed- 
yl was indeed ſomewhat provok'd, and perhaps 
might uſe ſome expreſſions that were diſreſpe ful 
But really, madam, the captain treated me with ſo 
much contempt and cruelty, that I deſerv'd your pi- 
ty, rather than your reſentment. 

Lucy. But ſince his eſcape, no doubt, all matters 
are made up again—Ah Polly! Pall!“ tis I am the 
unhappy wife; and he loves you as if you were only 
his miſtreſs. 

Polly. Sure, madam, you cannot think me ſo happy 
as to be the object of your jealouſy-—-A man is always 
afraid of a woman who loves him too well—ſo that I 
mult expect to be neglected and avoided. 

Lucy. Then our caſes, my dear Polly, are exactly 
alike. Both of us indeed have been too fond. 


AIR XLIX. O Beſſy Bell. 


Polly. A curſe attends that woman's love, 
Who always would be ple. 

Lucy. The pertneſi of the billing dove, 

Like tickling is but teazir7. 
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Polly. What then in love can women do ? 
Lucy. Tf we grow fond they ſhun us. 
Polly. And wwben ve fly them, they purſue, 
Lucy. But leave us when they" we won us. 


Lucy. Love is ſo very whimſical in both ſexes, that 
it is impoſſible to be Jaſting—But my heart is particu- 
lar, and contradicts my own obſervation. 

Polly. But really, miſtreſs Lucy, by his laſt behavi- 
our, I think, I ought to envy you -M hen I was forc'd 
from him, he did not ſhew the leaſt tenderneſs 


But perhaps, he hath a heart not capable of it. 


AIR L. Would fatc to me Belinda give— 


Among the men, coquettes woe find, 

Who court by turns all woman-kind; 

And ve grant all their bearts defir d, 

When they are flatter'd and admir'd, 
The coquettes of both ſexes are ſcif-lovers, andthat is a 
love no other whatever can dilp-f{cls, I ſcar, my dear 
Lucy, our husband is one of thole. 

Lucy. Away with theſe melancholy reflections.— 

Indeed, my dear PH. ve are both of us a cup 100 
Let me prevail upon you; to accept of my 


low. 
Aller. 


AIR LI. Come, ſweet lai, etc. 
Come, ſtoect᷑ laſs, 

Let's Jari, ſorrow, 

'Till to marrow z 


F 
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Come, ſeveet laſe, 


Let's take a chirping glaſs, 
Wine can clear 


The wapours of deſpatr 

And make us light as air ; 

Then drink, and baniſh care. 
I can't bear, child, to ſee you in ſuch low ſpirits And 
I muſt perſuade you to what I know will do you 
good I ſhall now ſoon be even with the hypocritical 
ſtrumpet. [ Aſide. 


SCENE IX. 
Polly. 


Pally. All this wheedling of Lucy cannot be for no- 
thing —At this time too! when I know ſhe hates me! 
he diſſembling of a woman is always the fore-run- 
ner of miſchief —By pouring ſtrong- waters down my 
throat, ſhe thinks to pump ſome ſecrets out of me— 
I'll be upon my guard, and won't taſtc a drop of her 
liquor, I'm reſolv'd. 


SCENE X. 
Lucy, with ſtrong waters. 
Lucy. Come, miſs Polly. 


Polly. Indeed, child, you have given yourſelf trou- 
ble to no purpoſe—— You mult, my dear, excuſe me. 
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Lucy. Really, miſs Polly, you are ſo ſqueamiſhly aſ- 
feed about taking a cup of ſtrong waters as a lady be- 
fore company. I vow, Polly, I ſhall take it monſtrouſ- 
ly ill if you refuſe me—Brandy and men, though wo- 
men love them never ſo well, are always taken by us 
with ſome reluctance —unleſs tis in private. 

Polly. 1 proteſt, madam, it goes againſt me. 
What do I ſee ! Macheath again in cuſtody ! Now 
every glimm'ring of happineſs is loſt. 

[Drops the glaſs of liquor on the ground. 

Lucy. Since things are thus, I am glad the wench 
hath eſcap'd: for by this event, *tis plain ſhe was not 
happy enough to deſerve to be poiſon'd. [Afide. 


SCENE XL 
Lockit, Macheath, Peachum, Lucy, Polly. 


Lock. Set your heart to reſt, captzin—You have 
neither the chance of love or money for another eſcape 
for you are order'd to be call'd down upon your 
trial immediately. 

Peach. Away, huſſies This is not time ſor a man 
to be hamper'd with his wives. You ſee the gen- 
tleman is in chains already. 

Lucy. O husband, husband, my heart long'd to ſee 
thee; but to ſee thee thus diſtracts me 

P:lly. Will not my dear husband look upon his 

F 2 
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Polly? Why hadſt thou not flown to me for protection 
with me thou hadſt been ſafe. 


AIR LI. The laſt time I came o'er the Moor. 


Polly. Hither, dear buthand, turn your eyes. 
Lucy. Be one glance to cheer me. 
Polly. Think with that look, thy Polly dies. 
Lucy. O bun me not-----------but bear me, 
Polly. *T:s Polly ſues, 

Lucy *Tis Lucy ſpeaks, 

Polly. Is thus true love requited p 

Lucy, My heart is burſting. 

Polly, ----------- Mine too break. 

Lucy, Muff 1 


rely. . -A I be ſlizbted. 


Mach. Wint would you have me ſay, ladies ?—You 
ſee this affair will ſoon be at an end, without my diſ- 
obliging either of you. 

Peach. But the ſettling this point, captain, might 
prevent a lau- ſuit between your two widows. 


— 


AIR LUI. Tom Tinker's my true Love. 


Mach. Which way ſhall I turn me 7----- How con I decide P 
Wives, the day of our death, are as fund as a bride, 
One wife is too much for moſt husbands to bear, 
But two at @ time there's no mortal can bear; 
This way, and that toay, ard which way I will, 
What would comfort the one, f «ther wife would take ill. 


Pally. But if his own misfortunes have made him 
inlenſible to mine—A a her, lure, will be more com- 
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paſſionate—Dear, dear Sir, ſink the material evi- 
dence, and bring him off at his trial Polly upon her 
knees begs it of you. 


AIR LIV. I am a poor ſhepherd undone. 


When my bero in court appears, 
And flands arraign'd for bis life ; 
Then think of poor Polly's tears; 
For ab ! poor Polly's bis wife. 
Like the ſailor be bolds up bis band, 
Diftreft on the daſhing wave: 
To die a dry death at land, 
I: as bad as a watery grave. 
And alas, poor Polly! 
Alack, and wwell- a day! 
Before I wat in love, 
Ob ! every month was May. 


Lucy. If Peachum's heart is harden'd; ſure you, Sir, 
will have more compaſſion on a daughter —1 know 
the evidence is in your power — How then can you be 
a tyrant to me! [Aneeling, 


AIR LV. Jaonthe the lovely, etc. 


When be bolds wp bis band arraign' d for bis life, 
O think of your daughter, and think I'm bis wife] 

What are cannons, or b»mbs, or claſhing of ſwords q 

For death is more certain by witneſſes words. 

Then mail up their lips; that dread thunder allay ; 

And each month of my life will bereaſter be May. 


EY 
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Lock. Macheath's time is come, Lucy We know 
our own affairs, therefore let us have no more whimper- 
ing or whining. 


A I R LVI. A Cobler there was, etc. 


Ourſelves, like the great, to ſecure @ retreat, 
When matters require it, muſt give up our gang: 
And good reaſon why, 
Or, inflead of the fry, 
En Peachum gad I, 
Like poor petty raſcals, might bang, bag 
Like poor petty raſcals, might bang, 


Peach. Set your heart at reſt, Polly.—Your husband 
is to die to-day. —Therefore, if you are not already 
provided, *tis high time to look about for another. 
There's comfort for you, you ſlut. 


Lock. We are ready, Sir, to conduct you to the Old- 
Bail. 


AIR LVII. Bonny Dundee, 


Mach. The charge is J; the lawyers are met, 
The judges all ram d, a terrible ſhow ! 
I go, undi may dor death is a debt, 
A debt on demand----ſo, take what I owe. 
Then farewel, my love,---- Dear charmers, adien, 
Contented I die----"Tis the better for you. 
Here ends all diſpute the reft of our lives, 
For this wway at once I pleaſe all my wives. 


Now, gentlemen, I am ready to attend you. 


t! 
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SCENE XII 


Lucy, Polly, Filch. 


Pally. Follow them, Filch, to the court. And when 
the trial is over, bring me a particular account of 
his behaviour, and of every thing that happen'd. — 


You'll find me here with miſs Lucy, [Ex. Filch. ] But 
why is all this muſic ? 


Lucy. The priſoners, whoſe trials are put off till 
next ſeſſions, are diverting themſelves. 

Polly. Sure there is nothing ſo charming as muſic ! 
I'm fond of it to diſtraction !— But alas! — no, all 
mirth ſeems an inſult upon my affliction Let us re- 
tire, my dear Lucy, and indulge our ſorrows. — The 
noiſy crew, you ſee, are coming upon us. [Exeunt. 


A dance of priſoners in chains, etc. 
SCENE XII. 
The condemn'd Hold. 
Macheath, in a melanchaly Poſture. 
AIR LVIII. Happy Groves. 


O cruel, cruel, cruel caſe; 

Muft I ſuffer this diſgrace ? 
AIR LIX. Of all the Girls that are fo ſmart. 
Of all the friends in time of grief, 


When threat" xing death looks grimmer, 
F 4 
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Net one ſo ſure can bring relig. 
As this beft friend, a brimmer, [ Drinks. 


AIR LX. Britant ſtiike home. 


Since I muſt ſruing, I ſcorn, I ſcorn to wince or bine. I Riſes. 


AIR LXI. Chevy -Chaſe. 


But nom again my ſpirits fink; 
Pl! raiſe them bigh with cue. [Drinks a glaſs of wine. 


AIR LXII. To old Sir Simon the King. 


But valeur the ſtrong er grows, 
The ftronger liquor woe re drinking ; 
And bow can ave feel our wet, 


When tue ve loft the trouble of thinking P [Drinks. 


- 
AIR LXIII. Joy to great Caeſar. 


Tf thus-------- A man can die 
Much b:lder wwith brandy, | Pours out a bumper of brandy. 


A I R LXIV. There was an old Woman. 


So, I drink off this bumper---- And now I can fand the teſt, 
And my comrades ſhall ſee, that I die as brave as the beſt, [ Drinks, 


AIR LXV. Did you ever hear of a gallant Sailor. 


But can I leave my pretty bufſies, 
Without one tear or tender ſigh ? 


AIR LXVI. Why are mine eyes ſtill flowing. 


Their eyes, their lips, their buſſes, 


Recal my love.---- Ab muſt 1 die 
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A I R LXVII. Green Sleeves. 
Since laws were made for ew ry depree 


To curb vice in others, as well as me, 
I wwonder woe ban't better company, 
Upon Tyburn tree ! 
But gold from law can take out the ſling 
And if rich men lite us were to ſewing, 
*Twould thin the land, ſuch numbers tc firing 
Upon Ty burn tree ! 


Tailor. Some friends of yours, captain, deſire to be 
admitted I leave you toget er. 


SCENE XIV. 
Machsath, Ben Budge, Matt of the Mint. 


Mach. For my having broke priſon, you ſee, gen. 
tlemen, I am order'{ immediate execution The 
ſheriffs officers, I believe, are now at the door That 
FZemmy Twicher ſhould peach me, I own ſurpriz'd me! 
——*Tis a plain proof that the world is all alike, and 
that even our gang can no more truſt one another than 
other people. Therefore, I beg you, gentlemen, look 
well to yourſelves, for in all probability you may live 
ſome months longer. 

Matt. We are heartily ſorry, captain, for your mis- 
fortune—But *tis what we muſt all come to. 

Mach. Peackum and Lactit, you know, are infamous. 
ſcoundrels. Their lives arc as much in your power, 
as yours arc in theirs-—Remember your dying friend ! 
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Tis my laſt requeſt. —Bring thoſe villians to the gal- 
lows before you, and I am ſatisfied. 

Matt. We'll do't. 

Juilar. Miſs Polly and miſs Lucy, intreat a word 
with you, 

Mach. gentlemen, adieu. 


SCENE XV. 
Lucy, Macheath, Polly. 


Mach. My dear Lucy—my dear Poll) Whatſo- 
ever hath paſs d between us is now at an end If you 
arc ſond of marrying again, the beſt advice I can give 
you, is to ſhip yourſelves off for the Weſt-Indes, where 
you'll have a fair chance of getting a husband apiece ; 
or by good luck, two or three, as you like beſt. 

Pally. How can 1 ſupport this ſight ! | 

Lncy. There is nothing moves one ſo much as a 
grczt man in diſtreſs. 


AIK LXVIII. All you that muſt take a leap, etc. 


Lucy. Miuld I might be ban d! 
Polly. And I would ſo toe ! 
Lucy. To be bag d with you, 
Polly. ------ --- My dear, with you. 
Mach, O leawe me ts thought ! T fear ! I doubt ! 
I tremble ! I droop!------See my courage is cut. 
[Turns up the empty bottle. 
Polly. No token of love 
Mach. See my courage is out, [Turns up the empty pot. 
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Lucy. No token of lone 

Polly, ---------- Adieu. 

Lucy. ----------Farexwel, 

Mach. But bark! I bear the tell of the bell. 
Chorus. Tol de rol lol, etc. 


Jailor. Four women more, captain, with a child a- 
piece! See, here they come. [Enter women and chililren. 
Mach. What—four wives more! This is too 

much Here — tell the ſheriffs officers I am ready. 
[Exit Macheath guarde7. 


SCENE XVI. 
To them enter Player and Beggar. 


Play. But, honeſt friend, I hope you don't intend 
that Macheath ſhall be really executcd. 

Beg. Moſt certainly, Sir—To make the piece per- 
ſect. I was for doing ſtrict poetical juſtice —Macheath 
is to be hang'd; and for the other perſonages of the 
drama, the audience muſt have ſuppos'd they were all 
cither hang'd or tranſported. 

Play. Why then, friend, this is a downright deep 
tragedy. The cataſtrophe is manifeſtly wrong; for an 
opera muſt end happily. 

Ben, Your objection, Sir, is very juſt; and is eaſily 
remov'd. For you muſt allow that in this kind of dra- 
ma, tis no matter how abſurdly things are brought a- 
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bout So - you rabble there run and cry a reprieve— 
let the priſoner be brought back to his wives in tri- 
umph. 

Play. All this we muſt do, to comply with the 
taſte of the town. 

Beg. Through the whole piece you may obſerve 
ſuch a ſimilitude of manners in high and low life, that 
it is difficult to determine whether, in the faſhionable 
vices, the fine gentlemen imitate the gentlemen of 
the road, or the gentlemen of the road the fine gen- 
tlemen Had the play remain'd, as 1 at fir{t 
intended, it would have carried a moſt excellent mo- 
ral. *Twould have ſhewn that the lower ſort of pco- 
ple have their vices in a degree as well as the rich- 
and that they are punilh'd for them. 


SCENE XVII. 


To them Macheath with rabble, etc. 


Mack. So, it ſeems, 1 am not leſt to my choice, 
but muſt have a wife at laſt.— Look ye, my dears, 
we will have no controverſy now. Let us give this 
day to mirth, and I am ſure ſhe who thinks herſelf my 
wiſe will teltiſy her joy by a dance. 

All. Come, a dance, a dance. 

Mach. Ladies, I hope you will give me leave to 
preſent a partner to each of you. And, if I may with- 
out offence, for this time, I take Polly for mine — And 
for life, you ſlut—ſfor we were really martied—As for 
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the reſt But at preſent keep your own le- 
cret, [To Polly. 


ADANCE. 


AIR LXIX. Lumps of Pudding, etc. 


Thus I fland like the Turk, with bis doxies around ; 

From all fides their glances his paſſion confound ! 

For black, brown, and fair, his inconſtancy burns, 

And the different beauties ſubdue bim by turns : 

Each calls forth her charms, to provoke bis defires, 

Though willing to all, with but one be retires, 

But think of this maxim, and put off your ſorrow, 

The wwretch of to-day, may be happy to-morrow. 
Chorus. But think of this maxim, etc. 


The END ofthe FIRST PART. 
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WxrITTEN BY Mx. GAT. 


Raro antecedentem ſceleſtum 
Deſeruit pede poena clauds. Hos. 
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4 INTRODUCTION. 


POET, PLATE R. 


Poet. A Sequel to a play is like more laſt words. Tis 

a kind of abſurdity; and really, Sir, you 
have prevail'd upon me to purſue this ſubject againſt 
my judgment. 

1/t Player. Be the ſucceſs as it will, you are ſure 
of what you have contracted for; and upon the induce- 
ment of profit no body can blame you for undertak- 
ing it. 

. I know, I muſt have been Jook'd upon as 
whimſical and ſingular, if I had ſcrupled to have 
riſqu'd my reputation for my profit; for why ſhould I 
be more ſqueamiſh than my betters? and ſo, Sir, con- 
trary to my opinion, I bring Pally once again upon the 


ſtage. 
1/t Player. Conſider, Sir, you have prepoſſeſſion on 
your (ide. 


P:et. But then the pleaſure of novelty is loſt; and 
in a thing of this nature I am afraid I ſhall hardly be 
pardon'd for imitating myſelf ; for, ſure, pieces of thig 
ſort are not to be fallowed as precedents. My depen- 
dence, like a cheating bookſcller's, is, that the kind 
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reception the firſt part met with will carry off the ſe- 
cund, be it what it will. 

1% Player. You ſhould not diſparage your own 
works; you will have critics enough who will be glad 
to do that for vou: and let me tell you, Sir, after the 
ſucceſs you have had, you muſt expect envy. 

Poet. Since I have had more applauſe than I can 
Celerve, I muſt, with other authors, be content, if cri- 
tics allow me leſs. I ſhould be an arrant courtier or 
an arrant beggar indeed, if, as ſoon as I have receiv'd 
one unmerited favour, I ſhould lay claim to another; 
I don't flatter myſelf with the like ſucceſs. 

1/t Player. I hope, Sir, in the cataſtrophe you have 
not run into the abſurdity of your laſt piece. 

Poet. I know that I have been unjuſtly accus'd of 
having given up my moral for a joke, like a fine gen- 
tleman in converſation; but whatever be the event 
now, I will not ſo much as ſeem to give up my moral. 

ier. Really, Sir, an author ſhould comply 
with the cuſtoms and taſte of the town. I am in- 
deed afraid too that your ſatire here and there is too 
free. A man ſhould be cautious how he mentions any 
vice whatſocver before good company, leit ſomebody 
preſ.nt ſhould apply it to hinitclf. 

Paet. The ſtage, Sir, hatli the privilege of the pul- 
pit to attack vice, however dignilied or Ciftinguith'd, 
and preachers and poets ſhould not be too well bred up- 
on theſe occaſions: no budy can overdo it when he at- 
tacks the vice and not the perſon. 
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1ft Player. But how can you hinder ſpiteful appli- 
cations ? 

Poet. Let thoſe anſwer for them who make them. I 
aim at no particular perſons; my ſtrokes are at vice in 
general: but if any men particularly vicious are hurt, 
I make no apology, but leave them to the cure of their 
flatterers. If an author write in character, the lower 
people reflect on the follies and vices of the rich and 
great, and an Indian judges and talks of Europeans by 
thoſe he hath ſcen and convers'd with, etc. And 1 
will venture to own that I with every man of power 
or riches were real:y and apparently virtuous, which 
would ſoon amend and reform the common people who 
act by iinitation. 

i/t Player. But a little indulgence and antiality 1 to 
the vices of your own country, without doubt, would be 
look'd upon as more prudent. Though your ſatire, Sir, 
is on vices in general, it muſt and will give offenze; 
every vicious man thinks you particular; for conſcience 
will make ſelf-application. And why will you make 
yourſelf ſo many enemies? I ſay no more upon this 
heal. As to us, I hope you are fſatisfy'd we have done 
all we could for you; for you will now have the ad- 
vantage of all our beſt ſingers. 

Enter 2d Player. 

2d Player. *'Tis impoſſible to perſorm the opera to 
night, all the fine ſingers within are out of humour with 
their parts. The tenor, ſays he, was never offer d ſuch 


an affront, and in a rage flung his clean lambſkin gloves 
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into the fire; he ſwears that in his whole life he never 
did ſing, would ſing, or could ſing, but in true kid. 

1ſt Player. Muſic might tame and civilize wild beaſts, 
but *tis evident it never yet could tame and civilize 
muſicians. 


Enter 3d Player. 
34 Player. Sir, Signora Crotchetta ſays ſhe finds her 
character {© low, that ſhe had rather die than ſing it. 
iſt Player. Tell her, by her agreement, I can make 
her ſing it. 
Enter Signora Crotchetta. 

Crotebetta. Barbarous tramontane! Where are all 
the lovers of Virtù? will they not all riſe in arms in 
my defence? make me ling it! Good Gods! ſhould I 
tamely ſubmit to ſuch uſage, I ſhould debaſe myſelf 
through all Europe. 

1ſt Player. In the opera, nine or ten years ago, I re- 
member, madam, your appearance in a character little 
better than a fiſh. 

Creichetta. A fiſh! monſtrous! Let me inform you, 
Sir, that a Mermaid or Syren is not many removes 
fiom a ſea-goddeſs; or I had nevcr ſubmitted to be 
that fiſh which you are plcas'd to call me by way of 
reproach. I have a cold, Sir; I am ſick. I don't ſee 
why I may not be allow'd the privilege of ſickneſs now 
and then as well as others. If a ſinger may not be in- 
dulg'd in her humours, I am ſure ſhe will ſoon become 
of no conſequence with the town. And fo, Sir, I have 

a cold ; I am hoarſe. I hope now you are ſatisfied. 
[ Exit Crotcheita in a fury. 
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Enter 4th Player. 

4th Player. Sir, the baſe voice inſiſts upon pearl-co* 
lour'd ſtockings and red-heel'd ſhoes. 

1 Player. There is no ruling caprice. But how 
ſhall we make our excuſes to the houſe ? 

4th Player. Since the town was laſt year ſo kind as 
to encourage an opera without fingers; the favour I 
was then ſhown obliges me to offer myſelf once more, 
rather than the audience ſhould be diſmiſs'd. All the 
other comedians upon this emergency are willing to do 
their beſt, and hope for your favour and indulgence. 

1ſt Player. Ladies and gentlemen, as we wiſh to do 
every thing for your diverſion, and that ſingers only 
will come when they will come, we beg you to excuſe 
this unforeſcen accident, and to accept the propoſal of 
the comedians, who rely wholly on your courteſie and 
protection. [Excunt. 


The OUVERTURE. 
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Dramatis Perſonae. 


Ducat. 
Morano. 
Vanderbluff. 
Capſtern. 
Hacker. 
Culverin. 
Laguerre. 
Cutlace. 
Pohetohee. 
Cawwawkee. 


Servants, Indians, Pyrates, Guards, etc. 


Polly. 

Mrs. Ducat. 
Trapes. 
Jenny Diver. 
Flimzy. 
Damaris. 


SCENE, HI the Weſt-Indies. 


T HE 


SECOND FART 


OF THE 


BEGGAR'S OPERA. 


ACT Lern L. 


SCENE, Ducat's Houſc. 


Ducat, Trapes. 


Trapes. T7 HOUGH you were born and bred and 

live in the Indies, as you are a ſubje& of 
Britain you ſhould live up to our cuſtoms. Prodigality 
there is a faſhion that is among all ranks of people. 
Why, our very younger brothers puſh themſelves in- 
to the polite world by ſquandring more than they are 
worth. You are rich, very rich, Mr. Duczat ; and I 
grant you, the more you have, the taſte of getting more 
ſhould grow ſtronger upon you. *Tis juſt ſo with us. 
But then the richeſt of our lords and gentlemen, who 
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live elegantly, always run out. Tis genteel to be in 
debt. Your luxury ſhould diſtinguiſh you from the 
vulgar. You cannot be too expenſive in your plea- 
ſures. 


AIR I. The diſappointed Widow. 


The manners of the great affect; 
Stint not your pleaſure : 

If conſcience bad therr genius checkt, 
How gain d they treaſure ? 

The more tn debt, run in debt the more, 
Careleſs who is undone ; 

Mortals and honeſty leave to the poor, 
As they do at London. 


Ducat. I never expected to have heard thriſt laid 
to my charge. There is not a man, though I ſay it, in 
all the Indies, who lives more plentifully than myſelf; 
nor, who enjoys the neceſſarics of liſe in ſo handſome 
a manner. | 

Trapes. There it is now. Whoever heard a man 
of fortune in England talk of the neceſſaries of liſe ? 
If the neceſſaries of life would have ſatisfied ſuch a 
poor body as me, to be ſure I had never come to bet- 
ter my fortune to the plantations. Whether we can 
afford it or no, we muſt have ſuperfluities. We ne- 
ver ſtint our expence to our own fortunes, but are 
miſerable if we do not live up to the profuſeneſs of 
our neighbours, If we could content ourſelves with 
the neceſſaries of life, no man alive ever need be diſ- 
honeſt. As to woman now; why, look ye, Mr. Du- 
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cat, 2 man hath what we may call every thing that is 
neceſſary in a wife. 

Ducat. Ay, and more! 

Trapes. But for all that, d'ye ſee, your married 
men are my beſt cuſtomers. It keeps wives upon their 
good behaviours. 

Ducat. But there are jealouſies and family lectures, 
Mrs. Trapes. 

Trapes, Bleſs us all! how little are our cuſtoms 
known on this {ide the herring-pond ! why, jealouſy is 
out of faſhion even among our common country-gen- 
tlemen. I hope you are better bred than to be jealous. 
A husband and wife ſhould have a mutual complaiſance 
for each other. Sure, your wife is not ſo unreaſonable 
to expect to have you always to herſelf. 

Ducat. As I have a good eſtate, Mrs. Trapes, I 
would willingly run into every thing that is agreeable 
to my dignity and fortune. Nobody throws himſelf 
into the extravagancies of life with a freer ſpirit. As 
to conſcience and muſty morals, I have as few draw- 
backs upon my profits or pleaſures as any perſon of 
quality in England; in thoſe I am not in the leaſt vul- 
gar. Beſides, madam, in moſt of my expences I run 
into the polite taſte, I have a fine library of books 
that I never read; I have a fine ſtable of horſes that I 
never ride; I build, I buy plate, jewels, pictures, or 
any thing that is valuable and curious, as your great 
men do, merely out of oſtentation. But indecd I muſt 


confeſs, I do ſtill cohabit with my wife; and the is very 
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uneaſy and vexatious upon account of my vilits to 
ou. 

: Trapes. Indeed, indced, Mr. Ducat, you ſhould 
break trough all this ufurpation at once, and keep. 
No too is your time; for I have a freſh cargo of 
ladies juit arriv'd: no man alive ſhall ſet cyes upon 
them til! you have provided yourſelf. You ſhould keep 
your lady in awe by her maid; place a handſome, briſk 
wench near your wife, and ſhe vill be a ſpy upon her 
into the bargain. I would have you ſhew yourſelf a 
fine gentleman in every thing. 

Ducat. But I am ſomewhat advanc'd in life, Mrs. 
Trapes, and my duty to my wife lies very hard upon 
me; I muſt leave kecping to younger husbands and 
old bachelors. 

Trapes. There it is again now ! our very vulgar pur- 
ſue pleaſures in the fluſh of youth and inclination, but 
our great men are faſhionably profligate when their ap- 
petite hath left them. 


AIR II. The Iriſh ground. 


BASS. 


Ducat. bar can wealth 
When toe re old ? 
Youth and wealth 
Are not ſold. 


TREBLE. 


Trapes. When leve in the pulſe beats low, 
( As baply it may with you) 


PART SECOND. 107 


A girl can freſh youth befloev, 
And kindle de fire anew. 


Thus, numm d in the brake, 

Without motion, the ſnake 
Sleeps cold wwinter away; 

But in every wein 

Life quickens again 


We are not here, I muſt tell you, as we are in Lon- 
don, where we can have freſh goods every week by the 
waggon, My maid is again gone aboard the veſſel; 
ſhe is perfectly charm'd with one of the ladies; twill 
be a credit to you to keep her. I have obligations to 
you, Mr. Ducat, and I would part with her to no man 
alive but yourſelf. If I had her at London, ſuch a lady 
would be enough to make my fortune; but, in truth, 
ſhe is not impudent enough to make herſelf agreeable 
to the failors in a public-houſe in this country. By 
all accounts, ſhe hath a behaviour only fit for a pri. 
vate family. 

Ducat. But how ſhall I manage matters with my 
wife ? 

Trapes. Juſt as the fine gentlemen do with us. We 
could bring you many great precedents for treating a 
wife with indifference, contempt, and neglect; but that, 
indeed, would be running into too high life. 1 would 
have you keep ſome decency, and uſe her with civili- 
ty. You ſhould be ſo obliging as to leave her to her 
liberties and take them too yourſelf. Why, all our 
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fine ladies, in that they call pin-money, have no other 
views; 'tis what they all expect. 

Ducat. But I am afraid it will be hard to make my 
wiſe think like a gentlewoman upon this ſubject; ſo 
that if I take her, I muſt act prudently, and keep the 
affair a dead ſecret. 

Trapes, As to that, Sir, you may do as you pleaſe, 
Should it ever come to her knowlege, cuſtom and edu- 
cation perhaps may make her at firſt think it ſome what 
odd. But this I can affirm with a ſafe conſcience, that 
many a lady of quality have ſervants of this kind in 
their families, and you can afford an expence as well 
as the beſt of them. 

Ducat. I have a fortune, Mrs. Trapes, and would 
fain make a modiſh figure in life; if we can agree upon 
the price, I'll take her into the family, 

Trapes. I am glad to ſee you fling yourſelf into the 
polite taſte with a ſpirit. Few, indeed, have the turn 
or talents to get money; but fewer know how to ſpend 
it handſomely after they have got it. The elegance 
of luxury conſiſts in variety, and love requires it as 
much as any of our appetites and paſſions, and there 
is a time of life when a man's appetite ought to be 
whetted by a delicacy. 

Ducat. Nay, Mrs. Trapes, now you are too hard 
upon me. Sure, you cannot think me ſuch a clown 
as to be really in love with my wife! We are not ſo i- 
gnorant here as you imagine; why, I married her in a 
reaſonable way, only for her money. 
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He that wveds a beauty 
Soon will find ber cloy ; 
When pleaſure grows a duty, 
Farewel love and joy : 
( Though be bath a wwife) 


Hath choſe one laſting pleaſure 
In a married life. 


SCENE IL. 


Ducat, Trapes, Damaris. 


Ducat. Damaris [calling at the door] Damaric, 1 
charge you not to ſtir from the door, and the moment 
you ſee your lady at a diſtance returning from her 
walk, be ſure to give me notice. 

Trapet. She is in moſt charming rigging; ſhe won't 
coſt you a penny, Sir, in clothes at firſt ſetting out. 
But, alack-a-day! no bargain could ever thrive with 
dry lips: a glaſs of liquor makes every thing go ſo 
glibly. 

Ducat. Here, Damaris; a glaſs of rum for Mrs. Dye. 

[Damaris goes out and returns with a bottle and glaſs. 

Trapes. But as I was ſaying, Sir, I would not part 
with her to any man alive but yourſelf; for, io be 
ſure, I could turn her to ten times the profit by jobbs 
and chance cuſtumers. Come, Sir, here's to the young 
lady's health. 
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SCENE III. 


Ducat, Trapes, Flimzy. 


Trapes. Well, Flimzy; are all the ladies ſaſely 
landed, and have you done as I order'd you? | 

Flimzy. Yes, madam. The three ladies for the run 
of the houſe are ſafely lodg'd at home; the other is 
without in the hall to atten4 your commands. She is 
a molt delicious creature, that's certain. Such lips, 
ſuch eyes, and ſuch fleſh and blood! If you had her 
in London, you could not fail of the cuſtom of ail the 
foreign miniſters. As I hope to be ſaved, madam, I 
was oblig'd to tell her ten thouſand lies, before I could 
prevail upon her to come with me. Oh, Sir, you are 
the molt lucky, happy man in the world! Shall I go 
call her in? G 

Trapes. *Tis neceſſary for me firſt to inſtruct her in 
her duty and the ways of the family. The girl is 
baſhſul and modeſt, fo I mult aſk lea ve to prepare her 
by a little private converſation, and afterwards, Sir, I 
ſhall leave you to your private converſations. 

Flimzy. But I hope, Sir, you won't forget poor Flim- 
zy ; for the richeſt man alive could not be more ſcrupu- 
lous than I am upon theſe occaſions, and the bribe on- 
ly can make me excuſe it io my conſcience. I hope, 
Sir, you will pardon my freedom. [He gives her 
money.] 
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AIR IV. Sweet-heart, think upon me. 


My conſcience is of court iy mold, 
Fit for bigbeft tation. 
Where's the hand, wwhben touch'd with gold, 
Proof againſt temptation Þ [Ex. Flimzy, 


Ducat. We can never enough encourage ſuch uſeful 
qualifications. You will let me know when you are 
rcady for me. 


SCENE IV, 
Trapes. 


Trapes. I wonder I am not more wealthy; for o 
my conſcience, I have as few ſcruples as thoſe that are 
ten thouſand times as rich. But, alack-a-day! I am 
forc'd to play at ſmall game. I now and then betray 
and ruin an innocent girl. And what of that? Can I 
in conſcience expect to be equally wealthy with thoſe 
who betray and ruin provinces and countries? In troth, 
all their great fortunes are owing to ſituation; as for 
genius and capacity I can match them to a hair; 
were they in my circumſtance, they would a& like me; 
were I in theirs, I ſhould be rewarded as a moſt pro- 
ſound penetrating politician. 


AIR V. "Twas within a furlong, 


In pimps and politicians 
The genius is the ſa me; 
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On others guilt and ſhame : 
With a tongue well- tipt with lies, 
Each the want of parts ſupplies, 
And with a beart that's all diſguiſe 
Keeps bis ſchemes unknown. 
Seducing like the devil, 

They play the tempter's part, 
And bave, when moſt they're civil, 
Moft miſchief in their beart. 

Each a private commerce drives, 

Fi corrupts and then connives, 

And by bis neighbour's wices thrives, 
For they are all bis own, 


SCENE V. 
Trapes, Flimzy, Polly. 


Trepes. Bleſs my eye-ſight ! what do I ſee? am TI 
in a dream, or is it miſs Polly Peachum! mercy upon 
me! child, what brought you on this fide of the water? 

Polly. Love, madam, and the diſaſters of our family. 
But I am equally ſurpriz'd to find an acquaintance 
here; you cannot be ignorant of my unhappy ſtory, 
and perhaps from you, Mrs. Dye, I may receive ſome 
information that may be uſeful to me. 

Trapes You need not be much concern'd, miſs Pal. 
ly, at a ſentence of tranſportation; for a young lady of 
your beauty hath wherewithal to make her fortune in 
any country. 

Pally. Pardon me, madam ; you miſtake me. Though 
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I ws educated among the moſt profligate in low life, 
I never engag'd in my father's affairs as a thicf or a thief- 
catcher, for indeed I hated his profeſſion. Would my 
papa had never taken it up, he then till had been alive, 
and I had never known Macheath! 


AI R VI. Sortez des vos retraites. 


She tolo hath felt a real pain 
By Cupid*s dart, 
Finds that all abſence is in wain 
To heal ber heart. 
gb from my lover caſt 
Far as from pole to pole, 
Still the pure flame muſt laſt, 
For love is in the ſoul. 


You muſt have heard, madam, that I was unhappy 
in my marriage. When Macheath was tranſported, 
all my peace was baniſhed with him; and my papa's 
death hath now given me liberty to purſue my incli- 
nations, 

Trapes. Good lack-a-day! poor Mr. Peachum! 
Death was ſo much oblig'd io him, that I wonder he 
did not allow him a reprieve for his own fake. Tru- 
ly, I think he was oblig'd to no- body more unleſs the 
phyſicians ; but they die it ſcems too. Death is very 
impartial; he takes all alike, friends and focs. 

Polly. Every monthly ſeſſions- paper, like the apothe- 
cary's files, if I may make the compariſon, was a record 
of his ſervices. But my papa kept company with gen- 
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tlemen, and ambition is catching. He was in too 
much haſte to be rich. I wiſh all great men would 
take warning. Tis now ſeven months ſince my papa 
was hang'd. 

Trapes. This will be a great check indeed to your 
men of enterprizing genius; and it will be dangerous 
to puſh at making a great ſortune, if ſuch accidents 
grow common. But ſure, child, you arc not ſo mad 
as to think of following Macheath. 

Polly. In following him I am in a purſuit of my 
quiet. I love him, and, like a troubled ghoſt, ſhall ne- 
ver be at reſt till T appear to him. If I can receive 
any information of him from you, it will be a cordial 
to a wretch in deſpair. 

Trafet. My dear miſs Pally, you muſt not think 
of it. Tis now above a year and a half ſince he robb'd 
his maſter, ran away from the plantation and turn'd 
pyratc. Then again, what puts you beyond all poſ- 
libility of redreſs, is, that ſince he came over, he mar- 
ried a tranſported flave, one Ferry Diver, and ſhe is 
gone off with him. You mult give over all thoughts 
of him, for he is a very devil to our ſex; not a woman 
of the greateſt vivacity changes her inclinations half 
ſo falt as he can. Belides, he would diſuwn you, for 
like an upſtart he hatcs an old acquaintance. I am 
ſorry to ſce thoſe tears, child, but I love you too well 
to flatter you. 

Polly. Why have 1 a hcart fo conſtant ? cruel 
love! 
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AIR VII. O Waly, Waly, up the bank. 


Adieu! Adieu! all bope of bliſs ! 
For Polly akvoays muſt be th:ne. 

- Muſt then my beart be never his, 
Which newer can again be mine ? 
O love, you play a cruel part, 
Thy dart flill fefters in the wound ; 
You ſhould reward a conflant beart, 
Since tis, alas, ſo ſeldom found! 


Trapes. 1 tell you once again, miſs Polly, you mult 
think no more of him. You are like a child who is 
crying after a butterfly that is hopping and fluttering 
upon every flower in the field; there is not a woman 
that comes in his way but he muſt have a taſle of; be- 
ſides there is no catching him. But, my dear girl, 1 
hope you took care, at your leaving England, to bring 
off wherewithal to ſupport you. 

Polly. Since he is loſt, I am inſenſible of cvery o- 
ther misfortune. I brought indeed a ſum of muney 
with me, but my cheſt was broke open at fea, and [ 
am now a miſerable vagabond expos'd to hunger and 
want, unleſs charity rclieve me. 

Trapes. Poor child ! your father and I have had preat 
dealings together, and I ſhall be grateful to his me- 
mory. I will look upon you as my daugluer; you 
ſhall be with me, 

Pally. As ſoon as I can have remittances from Fun- 
land, 1 ſhall be able to acknowlege your g odnegfe I 

H 2 
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have ſtill five hundred pounds there which will be re- 
turn'd to me upon demand; but I had rather under- 
rake any honeſt ſervice that might afford me a main- 
tainance, than be burdenſome to my friends. 

Trapes. Sure never any thing happen'd fo luckily ! 
madam Ducat juſt now wants a ſervant, and I know 
ſhe will take my recommendation; and one fo tight 
and handy as you muſt pleaſe her: then again, her 
husband is the civileſt, beſt-bred man alive. You are 
now in her houſe, and I won't leave it, till I have ſet- 
tled yon. Be cheerful, my dear child; for who knows 
but all theſe misfortuncs may turn to your advantage ? 
You are in a rich creditable family, and I dare ſay 
vour perſon and carriage will ſoon make you a favou- 
rite, As to captain Macheath, you may now ſafely 
look upon yourſelf as a widow, and who knows, if 
madam Ducat ſhould tip off, what may happen? 1 
ſhall recommend you, miſs Polly, as a gentlewoman. 


AIR VIII. O Jenny, come tye me. 


Deſpair is but ſel'y ; 
Hence, melanci ay, 
Fortune attendi yuu xohile youth is in flower. 
By beaut;"s poſſeſſion, 
Us'd with d:icretion, 
Woman at all times bath jcy in ber power. 


Pally. The ſcrvice, madam, you offer me, makes 
me as happy as I can be in my circumſtance, and I 
accept of it with teu thouſand obligations. 
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Trapes. Take a turn in the hall with my maid for 
a minute or two, and I'll rake care to ſettle all matters 
and conditions for your reception. Be affur'd, miſs 
Polly, I'll do my belt for you. 


SCENE VI. 
Trapes, Ducat. 


Trapet. Mr. Ducet, Sir, you may come in; I have 
had this very girl in my eye for you ever ſince you 
and I were firſt acquainted; and to be plain with you, 
Sir, 1 have run great riſques for her: I had many a 
ſtratagem, to be ſure, to inveigle her away from her 
relations! ſhe too herſelf was exceeding difficult. And 
I can aſſure you, to rain a girl of ſevere education is no 
ſmall addition to the pleaſure of our fine gentlemen. I 
can be anſwerable for it too, that you will have the fiſt 
of her. I am ſure I could have diſpos'd of her upon 
the ſame account for at leaſt a hundred guineas to an 
alderman of London; and rhen again, I might have had 
the diſpoſal of her again as ſoon as ſhe was out of keep- 
ing; but you are my friend, and I ſhall not deal hard 
with you. 

Ducat. But if I like her I would agree upon terms 
before-hand; for ſhould I grow fond of her, I know 
you have the conſcience of other trades-people, and 
would grow more impoling ; and I love to be upon a 
certainty. 


118 THE BEGGAR'S OPERA. 


Trapes. Sure you cannot think a hundred piſtoles 
too much; 1 mean for me. I leave her wholly to 
your generolity. Why your fine men, who never pay 
any body elſe, pay their pimps and bauds well; al- 
ways ready money. I always deal conſcientiouſly, and 
ſet the loweſt price upon my ladies; when you ſee her, 
I am ſure you will allow her to be as choice a piece of 
beauty as ever you laid eyes on. 

Ducat. But, dear Mrs. Dye, a hundred piſtoles ſay 
you? why I could have half a dozen negro princeſſes 
for the price. 

Trepes. But ſure you can never expect to buy a fine 
handſome Chriſtian at that rate, You are not us'd to 
fee ſuch goods on this fide of the water. For the wo- 
men, like the clothes, are all tarniſh'd and half worn 
out before they are ſent hither. Do but caſt your eye 
upon her, Sir; the door ſtands half open; ſee, yonder 
ſhe trips in converſation with my maid Flimzy in the 
hall. 

Ducat. Why truly 1 muſt own ſhe is handſome. 

Tropes. Bleſs me, you are no more mov'd by her 
than if ſhe were your wife. Handſome ! what a cold 
husband-like expreſſion is that! nay, there is no harm 
done. If I take her home, I don't queſtion the mak- 
ing more money of her. She was never in any body's 
houſe but your own ſince ſhe was landed. She is pure, 
as ſhe was imported, without the leaſt adulteration. 

Ducat. I'II have her. T'il pay you down upon the 
nail. You ſhall leave her with me. Come, count your 
moncy, Mrs. Dye. 
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Trapet. What a ſhape is there! ſhe's of the fineſt 
growth. 

Ducat. You make me miſreckon. She even takes 
off my eyes from gold. 

Trapes. What a curious pair of ſparkling eyes! 

Ducat. As enlivening as the ſun. I have paid you 
ten. 

Trapes. What a racy flavour muſt breathe from 
thoſe lips! 

Ducat. 1 want no provoking commendations. I'm 
in youth; I'm on fire! twenty more makes it thirty ; 
and this here makes it juſt fifty. 

Trapes. What a moſt inviting complexion! how 
charming a colour! In ſhort, a fine woman has all the 
perſections of fine wine, and is a cordial that is ten 
times as reſtorative. 

Ducat. This fifty then makes it juſt the ſum. So 
now, madam, you may deliver her up. 


SCENE VIL 
Ducat, Trapes, Damaris. 


Damaris. Sir, Sir, my miſtreſs is juſt at the door. [ Exit. 
Ducat. Get you out of the way this moment, dear 
Mrs. Dye ; for 1 would not have my wife ſee you. 
But don't ſtir out of the houſe till I am put in poſſeſ- 
ſion. III get rid of her preſently. [Exit Trapes. 
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SCENE VII. 
Ducat, Mrs. Ducat. 


Mrs. Ducat. 1 can never be out of the way for an 
hour or ſo, but you are with that filthy creature. If 
you were young, and I took liberties, you could not 
uſe me worſe; you could not, you beaſtly fcllow. 
Such uſage might force the moſt virtuous woman to 
reſentment, I don't ſee why the wives in this coun- 
try ſhould not put themſelves upon as eaſy a foot as in 
England. In ſhort, Mr. Ducat, if you behave your- 
ſelf like an Eng/i/5 husband, I will bchave myſelf like 
an Engliſh u iſe. 


AIR IX. Red Houſe. 


1 wvill bave my bumours, TI pleaſe all ſenſes, 
JT will not be flinted------ in love or expences. 
T' dreſs with profuſion, Tl game without meaſurs ; 
You foall have the buſineſs, I will baue the pleaſure : 
Thus every day I'll paſs my life, 
My bome ſhall be my leaſt reſort ; 
For ſure tis fitting that your wife 
Shou'd copy ladies of the court, 


Ducat. All theſe things I know are natural to your 
ſex, my dear. But husbands like colts are reſtif, and 
they require a long time to break them. Beſides, tis 
not the faſhion, as yet, for husbands to be govern'd in 
this country. That tongue of yours, my dcar, hath 
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not eloquence enough to perſuade me out of my rea- 
ſon. A woman's tongue, like a trumpet, only ſerves 
to raiſe my courage. 


ATR X. Old Orphens tickled, etc. 


When billows come ruſhing on the firand, 

The rocks are deaf and unſhaken fland : 

Old oaks can reſiſt the thunder s roar, 

And I can fland woman's tongue that's more, 
With a twinkum, twankum, etc. 


With that weapon, women, like pyrates, are at war 
with the whole world. But I thought, my dear, your 
pride would have kept you from being jealous. *Tis 
the whole buſineſs of my life to pleaſe you; but wives 
are like children, the more they are flatter'd and hu- 
mour'd, the more perverſe they are. Here now have 
I been laying out my money, purely to make you a 
preſent, and I have nothing but theſe freaks and re- 
proaches in return. You wanted a maid, and I have 
brought you the handieſt creature, ſhe will indeed make 
a very creditable ſervant. 

Mrs. Ducat. I will have none of your huſſies about 
me. And ſo, Sir, you would make me your conveni- 
ence, your bawd. Out upon it! 

Ducat. But I bought her on purpoſe for you, ma- 
dam. 

Mrs. Ducat. For your own filthy inclinations, you 
mean. I won't bear it. What, keep an impudent har- 
lot under my noſe ! here's fine doings indeed! 
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Ducat. I will have the directions of my family. 
'Tis my pleaſure it ſhall be ſo, So, madam, be ſa- 


tisfy'd. 
A IR XI. Chriſt-Church Bells. 


When a wwoman jealous grows, 
Farewell all peace of life ! 
Mrs. Ducat. But ere man roves, be ſhould pay what be owes, 
And with ber due content bis wife, 
Ducat. *Trs man's the weaker ſex to ſevay, 
Mrs. Ducat. We too, wwbent'er we lift, obey. 
Ducat. *Trs juſt and fit 
You fbould ſubmit, 
Mr:. Ducat. But dear kind husband----not to- day. 
Ducat. Let your clack be ftill, 
Mrs. Ducat. Not till I have my will. 
Tf thus you reaſen ſlight, 
There's never an bour 
Wile breath bas pmoer, 
But I will aſſert my right. 


Would 1 had you in England; I ſhould have all the 
women there riſe in arms in my defence, For the ho- 
nour and prerogative of the ſex, they would not ſuffer 
ſuch a precedent of ſubmiſſion. And fo, Mr. Ducat, I 
tell you once again, that you ſhall keep your ſtrum- 

s out of the houſe, or I will not ſtay in it. 

Ducat. Lookye, wife; you will be able to bring a- 
bout nothing by pouting and vapours. I have reſo- 
bution cnough 10 withſtand either obſtinacy or ſtrata- 
gem. And 1 will break this jealous ſpirit of yours be- 
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fore it gets a head. And fo, my Gear, I order that up- 
on my accouut you behave yourſelf to the girl as you 
ought. 

Mrs. Ducat. T wiſh you would behave yourſelf to 
your wiſe as you ought; that is to ſay, with good 
manners, and compliance. And fo, Sir, I leave you 
and your minx together. 1 tell you once again, that 
I would rather die upon the ſpot, than not to be mi- 
ſtreſs in my own houſe. | [Exit in @ paſſin. 


SCENE IX. 


Ducat, Damaris. 


Ducat. If by theſe perverſe humours, I ſhould be 
forc'd to part with her, and allow her a ſeparate main- 
tenance; the thing is ſo common among people of fa- 
ſhion, that it could not prove to my diſcredit. Fa- 
mily diviſions, and matrimonial controverſies, are 2 
kind of proof of a man's riches; for the poor people 
are happy in marriage out of neceſſity, becauſe they 
cannot afford to diſagree. Damaris, ſaw you my wife ? 
[Enter Damaris.] Is ſhe in her own room? What ſaid 
ſhe? Which way went ſhe ? 

Damaris. Blcſs me, I was perſectly frighten'd, ſhe 
Jook*d fo like a fury ! Thank my lars, I never ſaw 
her look ſo before in all my life; tho', myhap, you may 
have ſecn her look ſo before a thouſand times. Woe 
be to the ſervanrs that fall in ler way! I'm ſure I'm 
glad to be out of it. 
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AIR XII. Chehhire-rounds. 


When kings by their buffing 
Have rais'd up a ſquabble, 
Al! the charge and cuffing 
Light upon the rabble. 

Thus when man and wife, 
By their mutual ſnubbing , 
Kindle civil ftrife, 
Servants get the drubbing. 


Ducat I would have you, Damaris, have an eye 
upon your miſtreſs. You ſhould have her good at 
heart, and inform me when ſhe has any ſchemes a- 
foot; it may be the mcans to reconcile us. 

Damaris. She's wild, Sir. There's no ſpeaking to 
her. She's flown into the garden ! Mercy upon us all, 
ſay I! How can you be fo unreaſonable to contradict 
2 woman, when you know we can't bear it? 

Ducat. I depend upon you, Damaris, for informa- 
tion. You may obſcrve her at a diſtance; and as ſoon 
as ſhe comes into her own room, bring me word, 
There is the ſweeteſt pleaſure in the revenge that I 
have now in my head! Ill this inſtant go and take my 
charge from Mrs. Trapes. | Aſide] Damaris, you know 
your inſtructions. [Exit. 


SCENE TX 
Damaris. 


Damaris. Sure all maſters and miſtreſles, like po- 
liticians, judge of the conſcience of mankind by their 


PART SECOND. 125 


own, and requite treachery of their ſervants as a duty ! 
I am employ'd by my maſter to watch my miſtreſs, 
and by my miſtreſs to watch my maſter. Which party 
ſhall I eſpouſe? To be ſure my miſtreſs's. For in hers, 
juriſdiction and power, the common cauſe of our whole 
ſex, are at ſtake. But my maſter I ſee is coming this 
way. I'll avoid him, and make my obſervations. Exit. 


SCENE XI. 
Ducat, Polly. 


Ducat. Be merry, Polly, for your good fortune hath 
thrown you into a family, where, if you rightly con- 
ſult your own intereſt, as every body now-a-days does, 
you may make yourſelf perfectly eaſy. Thoſe eyes 
of yours, Polly, are a ſufficient fortune for any woman, 
if ſhe have but conduct, and knew how to make the 
moſt of them. 

Polly. As Tam your ſervant, Sir, my duty obliges 
me not to contradict you; and I muſt bear your flat- 
tery, tho' I know myſelf undeſerving. But ſure, Sir, 
in handſame women, you muſt have obſerv'd that 
their hearts often oppoſe their intereſt; and beauty 
certainly has undone more women than it has made. 


happy. 
AIR XIII. The buſh a-boon Traquair. 


The crow or daww thro all the year 
No ſowler ſeeks te ruin; 
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But birds of voicc or feather rare 
He's all day-long purſuing. 

Beware, fair mails; ſo ſcape the net 
That other beauties fell in; 

For ſure at beart was never yet 
So great a xwretch as Helen! 


If my lady, Sir. will let me know my duty, gratitude 
will make me ſtudy io plcaſe her. 

Ducat. I have a mind to have a little converſation 
with you, and I would not he interrupted, 

[bars the door. 

Pally. 1 wiſh, Sir, you would let me receive my 
lady's commands. 

Ducat. And fo, Poly, by theſe downcaſt looks of 
yours you would have me believe you don't know you 
are handſome, and that you have no belief in your 
looking-glaſs. Why, every pretty woman ſtudies her 
face, and a look ing-glaſs to her is what a book is to a 
pedant; ſhe is poring upon it all day-long. In troth, 
a man can never know how much love is in him by 
converlations with his wife. A Kiſs on thoſe lips 
would make me young again, [Kiſſes ber. J 


AIR XIV. Bury Fai, 


Polly. How can you be ſe tcaxin ? 
Ducat. Love will excrje my fait. 


H can you be is pleaſing ! [going to kiſs her, 
Polly. Ic DI! nt be nw. 
Ducat. All maids I kno ar e rs. \trug:ling. 


A mater may 0917%.nd. 


PART SECOND. 129 


Polly. Toure monſtrous rude ; I'll not be kiſi'd: 
Nay, fye, let go my band, 
Ducat. *Tis filly pride----- 
Polly, "Tis vile, tis baſe 
Poor innocence to wrong ; 
Ducat. Il force you. 
Polly. Guard me from diſgrace, 
You find that wirtue's flrong. [puſhing him away. 


*Tis cruel in you, Sir, to take the occaſion of my 
neceſſities to inſult me. 

Ducat. Nay, huſſy, I' give you money. 

Polly. I deſpiſe it. No, Sir, tho' I was born and 
bred in England, 1 can Gare to be poor, which is the 
only thing now-a-days men are aſham'd of. 

Ducat. 1ſhall humble theſe impudent airs of your's, 
Mrs. Minx. Is this language from a ſervant! from a 
ſlave! 

Pally. Am I then betray'd and ſold! 

Ducat. Les, huſſy, that you are; and as legally 
my property, as any woman is her husband's, who ſells 
herſclf in matrimony. 

Pally. Climates that change conſtitutions have no 
eſſect upon manners. What a profligate is that 
Trapes ! 

Ducat. Your fortune, your happineſs depends npon 
your compliance. What, proof againit a bribe ! Sure, 
huſſy, you belye your country, or you mutt have had 
a very vulgar education. *Tis unnatural, 
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AIR XV. Bobbing Joan. 


Maids like courtiers muff be woo'd, 
Meft by flattery are ſubdu d; 


Some capricious, coy or nice, 
Out of pride delay the vice; 


But they fall, 
One and all, 


When we bid up to their price. 
Beſides, huſſy, your conſent may make me your 
ſlave; there's power to tempt you into the bargain. 
You mult be miore than woman if you can ſtand that 
too. 

Polly. Sure you only mean to try me! but tis cruel 
to trifle with my diſtreſſes. 

Ducat. I'll have none of theſe airs. *Tis imperti- 
nent in a ſervant to have ſcruples of any kind. I hire 
honour, conſcience and all, for I will not be ſerv'd by 
halves. And fo, to be plain with you, you perverſe 
flut, you ſhall either contribute to my pleaſure or my 
profit; and if you refuſe play in the bed-chamber, you 
ſhall go work in the ſields among the planters. I hope 
now I have explain'd myſelf. 

Polly. My freedom may be loſt, but you cannot rob 
me of my virtue and jntegrity : and whatever is my 
lot, having that, I ſhall have the comfort of hope, and 
find pleaſure in reflection. 


AIR XVI. A Swain long toertur'd with diſdain. 


Can I or toil or hunger ſcar P 
For love's a pain that's more ſevere, 


The 
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The ſlave, with virtue in bis breaff, 
Can wake in peace, and ſweetly reft. 


But love, when unfortunate, the more virtuous it is, 
the more it ſuffers, ULAſide. 


Ducat. What noiſe is that? 

Damaris. [Without] Sir, Sir. 

Ducat. Step into the cloſet; I'll call you out 
immediately to preſent you to my wife, Don't let 
baſhfulneſs ruin your fortune. The next opportunity 
I hope you will be better diſpos'd. [Exit Polly. 

Damaris. Open the door, Sir. This moment, this 
moment. 


SCENE XML 
Ducat, Damaris, Servants, Mrs. Ducat, etc. 


Ducat. What's the matter? Was any body going 
to raviſh you? Is the houſe o'fire? Or my wiſe in a 
paſſion? 

Damaris. O Sir, the whole country is in an uproar ! 
The pyrates are all coming down upon us; and if they 
ſhould raiſe the militia, you are an officer, you know. 
I hope you have time enough to throw up your com- 
miſſion. 


Enter 1ſt Fiotman: 

1/t Fo:tman. The neighbours, Sir, are all frightcd 
out of their wits; they leave their houſes, and fly to 
yours for protection. Where's my Lady, your wile? 
Heaven grant, they have not taken her! 

I 
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Duc at. If they only took what one could ſpare. 

1/7 Footman, That's true, there were no great harm 
done. 

Ducat. How are the muſquets ? 

1/t Fotman. Ruſty, Sir, all ruſty and peaceable ! For 
we never clean them but againſt training-day. 

Damaris. Then, Sir, your honour is ſafe, for now 
you have a good excuſe againſt fighting. 


Enter 2d Footman. 


24 Footman. The Indians, Sir, with whom we are 
in alliance, are all in arms; there will be bloody work, to 
be ſure, I hope they will decide the matter before we 
can get ready. 

Enter Mrs. Ducat. 


Mrs. Ducat. O dear husband, I'm frighten'd to 
death! What will become of us all! I thought a pu- 
niſhment for your wicked lewdneſs would light upon 
you at laſt. 

Ducat. Preſence of mind, my dear, is as neceſſary 
in dangers as courage. 

Damaris. But you arc too rich to have courage. You 
ſhould fight by deputy. *Tis only for poor people to 
be bold and deſperate, who cannot afford to live. 


Enter Maids, etc. one after another. 


1/t Maid. The pyrates, Sir, the pyrates ! Mercy up- 
on us, what will become of us poor helpleſs women ! 

24 Maid. We {hall all be raviſh'd. 

1? Ol Hemau. All be raviſh'd! 


10W 
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2d Old Woman, Ay to be ſure, we ſhall be raviſh'd; 
all be raviſh'd! 

1/t Cid Women. But if fortune will have it fo, pati- 
ence is a virtue, and we muſt undergo it. 

24 Old Woman. Ay, for certain we mult all bear it, 
Mrs. Damaris. 

30 Fortman. A ſoldier, Sir, from the Indian camp, 
deſires admittance, He's here, Sir. 

Enter Indian. 


Indian. I come, Sir, to the Engliſh colony, with 
whom we are in alliance, from the mighty king Po- 
hetohee, my lord and maſter, and addreſs my ſelſ to you, 
as you are of the council for ſupplies. The pyrates 
are ravaging and plund'ring the country, and we are 
now in arms, ready for battle, to oppoſe them. 

Ducat. Does Macheath command the enemy? 

Indian. Report ſays he is dead. Above twelve moons 
are paſs'd ſince we heard of him. Marans, a Negro 
villain, is their chief, who in rapine and barbarities is 
even equal to him. 

Ducat. I hall inform the council, and we ſhall ſoon 
be ready to join you. So acquaint the king your ma- 


ſtcr, [Exit Indian. 
AIR XVII. March in Scipio. 

Brave boys, prepare. [To the men. 

Ab! ceaje, fond cuiſe, to cry, [ To her, 


Servant, For eben the danger near, 
Me ve time enough to fly, 
1 
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Mrs. Ducat. How can you be diſgrac'd! 
For wealth ſecures your fame. 

Servant. The rich are always plac'd 
Above the ſenſe of ſhame, 

Mrs. Ducat. Let bonour ſpur the ſlave, 


To fight for fighting's ſake : 
Ducat. But even the rich are brave 
Wien money is at flake, 


Be fatisfy'd, my dear, 1 ſhall be prudent. My ſer- 
vants here will take care that I be not over-raſh, for 
their wages depend upon me. But before I go to 
council come hither, Polly; I intreat you, wife, 
to take her into your ſervice. [Enter Polly. ] And uſe 
her civilly. Indeed, my dear, your ſuſpicions are en- 
tirely groundleſs and unreaſonable. 

Mrs. Ducat. I hate to have a handſome wench a- 
bout me. They are always fo ſaucy ! 

Ducat. Women, by their jealouſies, put one in 
mind of doing that which otherwiſe we ſhould never 
think of. Why, you are a proof, my dear, that a hand- 
ſome woman may be honeſt. 

Mrs. Ducat. I find you can ſay a civil thing to me 
ſtill. 

Ducat, Affairs, you ſee, call me hence. And fol 
leave her under your protection. 


SCENE XIII. 


Mi. Ducat, Damaris. 


Mrs. Dacat. Away, into the other room again. 
When I want you, I'll call you. [Exit Polly.] Well, 
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| Damaris, to be ſure you have obſerv'd all that has 
paſs'd. I will know all. I'm certain ſhe's a huſly. 

| Damaris. Nay, madam, I can't ſay ſo much. But— 
Mrs. Ducat. But what ? 

Damaris. 1 hate to make miſchief. 


AIR XVIII. Jig-it-o'Foot. 


Better to doubt 
All that's doing, 
Than to find out 
Proofs of ruin. 
What ſervants bear and ſee 
Should they tattle, 
Marriage all day would be 
Jar and battle, 


A ſervant's legs and hands ſhould be under your com- 
mand, but, for the ſake of quiet, you ſhould leave 
their tongues to their own diſcretion. 

Mrs. Ducat. 1vow, Damaris, I will know it. 

Damaris. To be ſure, madam, the door was bolted, 
and I could only liſten, There was a kind of a buſtle 
between them, that's certain. What paſt I know not. 
But the noiſe they made, to my thinking, did not 
ſound very honeſt. 

Mrs. Ducat. Noiſes that did not ſound very boneſt, 
ſaid you? 

Damaris. Nay, madam, Iam a maid, and have no 
experience. If you had heard them, you would have 
been a better judge of the matter, 

13 
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Mrs. Ducat. An impudent flut ! I'll have her before 
me. Iſſhe be not a thorough profligate, I ſhall make 
a diſcovery by her behaviour. Go call her to me. 

[Exit Damaris, and returns. 


SCENE XIV. 


Mrs. Ducat, Damaris, Polly. 


Mrs. Ducat. In my own houſe! Before my face 
I' have you ſent to the houſe of correction, ſtrumpet. 
By that overhoneſt look, I gueſs her to be a horrid jade, 
A mere hypocrite, that is perfectly white-waſh'd with 
innocence. My blood riſes at the ſight of all ſtrumpets, 
tor they are ſmuglers in love, that ruin us fair traders 
in matrimony. Look upon me, Mrs. Brazen. She has 
no ſeuſe of ſhame. She is ſo us'd to impudence, that 
the has not a bluſh within her. Do you know, madam, 
that I am Mr. Ducat's wile ? 

Pally. As your ſervant, madam, I think myſelf 
happy. 

Mrs. Ducat. You know, Mr. Ducat, 1 ſuppoſe. 


She has beauty enough to make any woman alive hate 
her. 


AIR XIX. Trumpet Minuet. 


Abroad after miſſes moſt busbands w i roam, 

Tho" ſure they find wwoman ſufficient at bome. 

To be nos'd by a firumpet ! Hence, buſſy, you'd beſt. 
Wauld be give me my due, I wau'd give ber the reſt, 
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I proteſt I had rather have a thief in my houſe, For 
to be ſure ſhe is that beſides. 

Polly. If you were acquainted with my misfortunes, 
madam, you could not inſult me. 

Mrs. Ducat. What does the wench mean ? 

Damaris. There's not one of theſe common crea- 
tures, but, like common beggars, hath a moving ſtory 
at her finger ends, which they tell over, when they 
are maudlin, to their lovers. I had a ſweetheart, ma- 
dam, who was a rake, and I know their * very 
well, by hearſay. 

Pally. What villains are hypocrites! For they rob 
thoſe of relief, who are in real diſtreſs. I knͤOW what 
it is to be unfortunate in marriage, 

Mrs. Ducat. Married! 

Pally. Unhappily. 

Mrs. Ducat. When, where, to whom ? 

Polly. If woman can have faith in woman, may my 
words find belief. Proteſtations are to be ſuſpected, ſo 
I ſhall uſe none. If truth can prevail, I know you 


will pity me. 
Mrs. Ducat. Her manner and behaviour are ſo par- 


ticular, that is to ſay, ſo ſincere, that I muſt hear he- 
ſtory. Unhappily married ! that is a misfortune not 
to be remedied. 

Polly. A conſtant woman hath but one chance to be 
happy; an inconſtant woman, tho? ſhe hath no chance 
to be very happy, can never be very unhappy. 

amaris, Believe * Mrs. Polly, as to pleaſures 
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of all kinds, 'tis a much more agreeable way to be in- 
conſtant. 


AIR XX. Polwart on the Green. 


Love now is nought but art, 
Jus who can juggle beſt ; 

To all men ſeem to give your heart. 
But keep it in your breaff, 

What gain and pleaſure do wwe find, 
Who change whene' er woe lift ! 

The mill that turns with every wind 


Muſt bring the owner grift. 


Polly. My caſe, madam, may in theſe times be 
look's upon as ſingular; for I married a man only be- 
cauſe I lov'd him, For this I was looked upon as a 
fool by all my acquaintance; I was us'd barbarouſly 
by my father and mother; and to compleat my mis- 
ſortuncs, my husband, by his wild behaviour, incurr'd 
the ſentence of the law, and was ſeparated from me by 
| baniſhment. Being inform'd he was in this country, 
upon the death of my father and mother, with moſt of 
my {mall fortune, I came here to ſeek him. 

Mrs. Ducat. But how then fell you into the hands 
of that conſummate bawd, Trapes ? 

Pally. In my voyage, madam, I was robb'd of all I 
had. Upon my landing in a ſtrange country, and in 
want, I was found out by this barbarous woman, who 
had been an acquaintance of my father's: ſhe offered 
me at firit the civilities of her own houſe. When ſhe 


was inform'd of my neceſſities, ſhe propoſed to me the 
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ſervice of a lady; of which I readily accepted. Twas 
under that pretence that ſhe treacherouſly fold me to 
your husband as a miſtreſs. This, madam, is in ſhort 
the whole truth. I throw myſelf at your feet for pro- 
tection. By relieving me, you make yourſelf eaſy. 

Mrs. Ducat. What is't you propoſe ? 

Polly. In conniving at my eſcape, you ſave me from 
your husband's worrying me with threats and violence, 
and at the ſame time quict your own fcars and jealou- 
ſies. If it is ever in my power, madam, with gratitude 
I will repay you my ranſom, 

Damaris. Beſides, madam, you will cffcQually re- 
venge yourſelf upon your husband; for the loſs of the 
money he paid for her wili touch hin to the quick. 

Mrs. Ducat. But have you conſider'd what you aſk ? 
We are invaded by the pyrates; the Indians are in 
arms; the whole country is in commotion, and you 
will every where be expos'd to danger. 

Damaris. Get rid of her at any rate. For ſuch is the 
vanity of man, that when once he has begun with a 
woman, out of pride he will inſiſt upon his point. 

Pally. In ſtay ing with you, madam, I make two 
people unhappy. And I chuſe to bcar my own mis- 
fortunes, without being the cauſe of another's. 

Mrs. Ducat. If I let her eſcape before my husband's 
return, he will imagine ſhe gat off by the favour of 
this bultle and confuſion, 

Polly. May heaven reward your charity. 

Mrs. Ducat, A woman ſo young and fo handſome 
muſt be expos'd to continual Cangers. I have a ſuit 
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of cloths by me of my nephew's, who is dead. In a 
man's habit you will run fewer riſques. T'll aſſiſt. you 
too for the preſent with ſome money; and, as a travel- 
ler, you may with greater ſaſety make enquiries after 
your husband. 

Polly. How ſhall T ever make a return for ſo much 
goodneſs ? | 

Mrs, Ducat. May love reward your conſtancy. As 
for that treacherous monſler Trapes, I will deliver her 
into the hands of the magiſtrate. Come, Damaris, let 
vs this inſtant equip her for her adventures, 

Damaris. When ſhe is out of the houſe, without 
doubt, madam, you will be more eaſy. And I wiſh 
ſhe may be ſo too. 

Polly. May virtue be my protection; for 1 feel with- 
in me hope, cheerfulneſs, and reſolution. 


AIR XXI. St. Martin's Lane. 


As pilgrims thro" devotion 
To ſome ſkrine purſue their way, 
They tempt the flormy occean, 

And thro" deſart: flray. 
With z:al their hope deſiring, 
The ſaint their breaſt inſpiring , 

With cheerful air, 

And woid of fear, 

They every danger bear. 
Thus equal zeal poſſeſſing, 

I ſeek my only bleſſing. 
O leve, my boneft vow regard! 

My truth protect, 
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My feps diret?, 
His flight detect, 
A faithful wife reward. [ Exit. 


ACT H. SCENE L 


The View of an Indian Country. 
POLLY in By's Cle. 


AIR XXII. La Villanclla. 


HY did you ſpare bim, 
O'er ſeas to bear bim, 
Far from bis home, and conflant bride ? 
When papa peach d bim, 
If death bad reach d bim, 
T then had only figb'd, wvept, and dy d! 


If my directions are right, I cannot be far from the 
village. With the habit, I muſt put on the courage 
and reſolution of a man; for I am every where en- 
compaſs'd with danger. By all I can learn of theſe py- 
rates, my dear Macheath is not of the crew, Per- 
haps, I may hear of him among the ſlaves of the next 
plantation, How ſultry is the day! the cool of this 
ſnade will refreſh me. I am jaded too with reflection. 
How reſtleſs is love! [Mufic, two ar three bars of the 
dead march] My imagination follows him every where, 
would my fect were as ſwift. The world then couid 
not conceal him from me. [ws or three bars more] 
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Yet even thought is now bewilder'd in purſuing him. 
Le or three bars more] I'm tir'd, I'm faint. [the Sym- 


phony.) 
A IR XXII. Dead march in Coriclanus. 


Sleep, O ſleep, 
With thy rod of incantation, 
Charm my imagination. 
Then, only then, I leave to weep, 
By thy power, 


The virgin, by time o ertaken, 
For years forlorn, forſaken, 
Enjoys the ba y bcur. 
What's to fleep? 
"Tis a viſionary bleſſing z 
A dream that's paſt expreſſing z 
Our etmeft wiſh poſſeſſing 3 
So may I ever keep. [ falls aſleep. 


SCENE II. 


Capſtern, Hacker, Culverin, Laguerre, Cutlace. Polly 
aflcep in a diſtant part of the ſtage. 


Hacker. We ſhall find but a cold reception from Mo- 
ran, if we return without either booty or intelligence. 

Culverin. A man of invention hath always intelli- 
gence ready, I hope, we are not exempted from the 
privilege of travellers. 

Capſtern. If we had got booty, you know we had 
reſolv'd to agree in a lye. And, gentleman, we will 
not have our diligence and duty call'd in queſtion for 


——— i T 
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that which every common ſervant has at his fingers end 
for his juſtification, 

Laguerre. Alack, gentlemen, we are not ſuch bun- 
glers in love or politics, but we muſt know that either 
to gain favour or keep it, no man ever ſpeaks what he 
thinks, but what is convenient. 


AIR XXIV. Three Sheep-ſkins. 


Cutlace. Of all the fins that are money- ſupplying 3 
Conſider the world, tis paſt all denying, 
With all forts, 
In towns or courts, 


The richeſt fin is lying. 


Culverin. Fatigue, gentlemen, ſhould have refreſh- 
ment. No man is requir'd to do more than his duty. 
Let us repoſe ourſelves a-while. A ſap or two of our 
cag would quicken invention. [They fit aud drink. 

All. Agreed. 

Hacker. Thad always a genius for ambition. Birth 
and education cannot keep it under. Our profeſſion is 
great, brothers. What can be more heroic than to have 
declared war with the whole world? 

Culverin. Tis a pleaſure to me to recollect times 
paſt, and to obſerve by what ſteps a genius will puſh 
his fortune. 

Hacker. Now as to me, brothers, mark you me. 
After I had rubb'd through my youth with variety of 
adventures, I was prefer'd to be ſootman to an eminent 
gameller, where, after having improv'd my ſelf by his 
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manners and converſation, I left him, betook myſelf 
to his politcr profefhion, and cheated like a gentleman, 
For ſome time I kept a Pharan-bank with ſucceſs, but 
unfortunately in a drunken bout was ſtript by a more 
expert brother of the trade. I was now, as tis common 
with us upon theſe occaſions, ſorc'd to have recourſe to 
the highway for a recruit to ſet me up; but making the 
experiment once too often, I was try'd, and recciv'd 
ſentence; but got off for tranſportation. Which hath 
made me the man I am, 

Laguerre. From a footman I grew to be a pimp to 
a per ſon of quality. Conſidering I was for ſome time 
in that employment, I look upon myſelf as particu- 
larly unlucky, that I then miſs'd making my fortune. 
But to give him his due, only his death could have pre- 
vented it. Upon this, I betook myſelf to another ſer- 
vice, where my wages not being ſufficient for my plea- 
ſures, I robb'd my maſter, and retur'd to viſit foreign 
parts. 

Capſtern. Now, you muſt know, I was a drawer of 
one of the faſhionable taverns, and of conſequence was 
daily in the politeſt converſations. Tho' I ſay it, no 
body was better bred. I often cheated my maſter, and 
as a dutiſul ſervant. now and then cheated for him. I 
had always my gallantries with the ladies that the lords 
and gentlemen brought to our houſe. I was ambitious 
too of a gentleman's profeſſion, and turn'd gameſter. 
Tho' I had great {x:l] and no ſcruples, my play would 
not ſupport my expcaces: ſo that now and then I was 
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forc'd to rob with piſtols too. So I alſo owe my rank 
in the world to tranſportation. 

Culverin. Our chief, Moran), brothers, had never 
been the man he is, had he not been train'd up in Eng- 
land, He has told me, that from his infancy he was 
the favourite page of a lady. He had a genius too a- 
bove ſervice, and, like us, ran into higher life. And, 
indeed, in manners and converſation, tho' he is black, 
no body has more the air of a great man. 

Hacker, He is too much attach'd to his pleaſures. 
That miſtreſs of his is a clog to his ambition. She's 
an arrant Cleopatra. 

Laguerre. If it were not for her, the Indians would 
be our own. 


AIR XXV. Rigatoon. 


By women won, 
We're all undone, 
Each girl bath a Syren's charms, 
The lower” s deeds 
Are good or ill, 
As whim ſucceeds 
In woman's will: 


Rejolution is lll d in ber arms. 


Hacker. A man in love is no more to be depended 
en than a man in liquor, for he is out of himſelf. 


AIR XXVI. Ton humeur eſt Catharine, 


Woman's like the flatt' ring ocean, 
Who ber patbleſi ways can find ? 
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Every blaſt direct ber motion 
Now ſbe t angry, now jhe's kind. 
What a fool's the vent rous lover, 
Whirl'd and teſi d by every wind! 
Can the bark the port recover 
When the fo:liſh pilot v blind 


Hacker. A good horſe is never turn'd Jooſe among 
mares, till all his good dees are over. And really 
your heroes ſhould be ſerv'd the ſame way; for after 
they take to women, they have no good deeds to come, 
That inviegling gipſey, brothers, muſt be hawl'd from 
him by force. And then the kingdom of Mexi- 
co ſhall be mine. My lot ſhall be the kingdom of 
Mexico. 

Capſiern. Who talks of Mexico? [all riſe] Tl ne- 
ver give it up. If you ſurvive me, brother, and I die 
without heirs, I'll leave it to you for a legacy. I 
hope now you are fatisfy'd, I have ſet my heart upon 
it, and no body ſhall diſpute it with me. 

Laguerre. The ifland of Cuba, methinks, brother, 
might ſatisfy any reaſonable inan. 

Culverin. That I had allotted for you. Mexico ſhall 
not be parted with without my conſent; captain Mora- 
22 to be ſure will chooſe Peru; that's the country of 
gold, and all your great men love gold. Mexico hath 
only ſilver, nothing but filver. Governor of Carta- 
Cena, brother, is a pretty ſnug employment. That 1 


lhall not diſpute with you. 
Capſtern. 


| 
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Capſtern. Death, Sir, —I ſhall not part with Mexico 
ſo eaſily. 

Hacker. Nor I. 

Culverin. Nor I. 

Laguerre. Nor I. 

Culverin. Nor I. 3 

Hacter. Draw then, and let the ſurvivor take it. 

[They fight. 

Polly. Bleſs me, what noiſe was that! Claſhing of 
ſwords and fighting! Which way ſhall I fly, bow ſhali 
I eſcape ? 

Capſtern. Hold, hold, gentlemen, let us decide our 
pretenſions ſome other time, I ſee booty. A prilon- 
er. Let us ſeize him. 

Culverin. From him we will extort both ranſom and 
intelligence. 

Polly. Spare my life, gentlemen. If you are the 
men I take you for, I ſought you to ſhare your ſor - 
tunes. 

Hacker. Why, who do you take us for, friend ? 

Polly. For thoſe bold ſpirits, thoſe Alexanders. that 
ſhall ſoon by conquell be in poſſeſſion of the Tndies. 

Laguerre, A mettled young fellow. 

Capſtern. He ſpeaks with rejpe& too, and gives us 
our titles. 

Culverin. Have you heard of captain Moran: ? 

Polly. I came hither in meer ambition to ſerve un- 
der him. 

K 
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AIR XXVII. Ye nymphs and ſylvan gods. 


I bare thoſe coward tribes, 
Who by mean ſneaking bribes, 
By cheats and diſguiſe, 
By flattery and lies, 
To power and grandeur riſe. 
Like heroes of old 
You are greatly bold, 
The feoord your cauſe ſupports 
Untaught to fawn, 
You ne er were dratun 
Your truth to paton 


Among the ſpaton, 
Who practiſe the frauds of courts, 


I would willingly chooſe the more honourable way of 
making a fortune. 

Hacker. The youth ſpeaks well. Can you inform 
us, my lad, of the diſpoſition of the enemy? Have 
the Iudiaus join'd the factory ? We ſhould advance to- 
wards them immediately. Who knows but they may 
ſide with us? Perhaps they may like our tyranny 
better. 

Pally. I am a ſtranger, gentlemen, and entirely ig- 
norant of the affairs of this country: but in the moſt 
deſperate undertaking, I am ready to riſque your for- 
tunes. 

Hacker. Who, and what are you, friend! 

Polly. A young fellow, who has genteelly run out 
his fortune with a ſpirit, and would now with more 
ſurit retrieve it. 
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Culverin, The lad may be of ſervice. Let us carry 
him before Morano, and leave him to his diſpoſal. 
Pally. Gentlemen, I thank you. 


AIR XVIII. Minuet. 


Culverin, Chear up, my lads, let us puſh on the fray, 
For battles, like women, are loft by delay. 
Let us ſeize victory while in our power ; 
Alike wvar and love bave their critical bour, 
Our bear ts brave and fieady 


Sbould alzvays be ready, 
So, think wvar a widow, a kingdom the dowver, [ Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 


Another Country proſpect᷑. 
Morano, Jenny. 


Moran. Sure, huſſy, you have more ambition and 
more vanity than to be ſerious in perſuading me to quit 
my conqueſts, Where is the woman who is not fond 
of title? And one bold ſtep more may make you a 
queen, you gipſy. Think of that. 


A I R XXIX. Mirleton. 


When Ti great, and full of treaſure, 
Check'd by neither fear or ſhame, 
You ſhall tread a round of plea ure, 
Morning, noon, and nigbt the ſame, 
Witha Mirleton, etc. 
K 2 
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Like a city wife or beauty 
You fhall flutter life away ; 
And ſhall know no other duty, 
But te dreſs, eat, drink, and play. 
With a Mirleton, etc. 


When you are a queen, Jenny, you ſhall keep your 
coach and fix, and ſhall game as deep as you pleaſe. 
So, there's the two chief ends of woman's ambition 


latisfy'd. 
AIR XXX. Sawny was tall, and of noble race. 


Shall I not be bold when honour calls ? 
You'we a ſoul that would upbraid me then, 
Jenny. But, ab, 1 fear, if my bero falls, 
Thy Jenny ſhall ne er know pleaſure again, 
Morano. To pleaſe their wives fond tradeſmen cheat; 
I conquer but to make thee great. 
Jenny. But if my bero falls,-----ab then 
Thy Jenny ſpall ne er know pleaſure again ! 


Aſorauo. Inſinuating creature! but you muſt own, 
Tenny, you have had convincing proofs of my fond- 
neſs; and if you were reaſonable in your love, you 
ould have ſome regard to my honour, as well as my 
perſon, 

Jenny. Have I ever betray'd you, ſince you took 
me to yourſelf? That's what few women can ſay, who 
ever were truſted. 

Marans. In love, Jenny, you cannot out-do me. 
Was it not entirely for you that I diſguis'd myſelf as 
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a black, to ſkreen myſelf from women who laid claim 
to me where-ever I went ? Is not the rumour of my 
death, which I purpoſely ſpread, believ'd thro* the 
whole country? Macheath is dead to all the world but 
you. Not one of the crew have the leaſt ſuſpicion of 
me. 

Zenny. But, dear captain, you would not, ſure, per- 
ſuade me that I have all of you. For tho' women 
cannot claim you, you now and then lay claim to o- 
ther women. But my jealouſy was never teazing cr 
vexatious. You will pardon me, my dear. 

Morano. Now you are fooliſh, Jenny. Pr'ythee--- 
poh ! nature, girl, is not to be corrected at once. What 
do you propoſe ? What would you have me do? Speak 
out, let me know your mind. 

Fenny. Know when you are well. 

Marano. Explain yourſelf; ſpeak your thoughts 
freely. 

Fenny. You have a competence in your power. Rob 
the crew, and ſteal off to England. Believe me, cap- 
tain, you will be rich enough to be reſpected by your 
neighbours. 

Morans. Your opinion of me ſtartles me. For I 
never in my life was treacherous but to women; and 
you know men of the niceſt punctilio make nothing 
of that. 

Jenny. Look round among all the ſnug fortunes that 
are made, and you will find moſt of them were ſecur'd 

K 3 | 
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by a prudent retreat. Why will you bar yourſelf from 
the cuſtoms of the times ? 


AIR XXXI. Northern Nang. 


Wow many men have found the ſtill 
Of power and wealth acquiring ? 
But ſure there's a time to flint the will, 
And the judgment is in retiring, 
For to be diſplac'd, 
And to be diſgrac'd, 
Ii the end of too bigh aſpiring. 


Enter Sailor. 


Sailer, Sir, Lieutenant Vanderbluff deſires to ſpeak 
with you. And he hopes your honour will give him 
the hearing. Exit, 

Morans. Leave me, Jenny, for a few minutes. Per- 
haps he would ſpeak with me in private. 

Jenny, Think of my advice before it is too late. By 
this Liſs I beg it of you. [Exit. 


SCENE IV. 


Morano, Vanderbluff. 


Vanderbluff. For ſhame, captain; what, ſetter'd in 
the arms of a woman, when your honour and glory are 
all at ſtake! while a man is grappling with theſe gil- 
flirts, pardon the expreſſion, captain, he runs his rea- 
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ſon a-ground; and there muſt be a woundy deal of la- 
bour to ſet it a-float again. 


AIR XXXII. Amante fuggite cadente belta. 


Fine wwomen are devils compleat in their way, 


They always are roving and cruiſing for prey. 
When due flounce in their book , their wiews they obtain, 


Like thoſe too their pleaſure is giving us pain. 


Pardon my plain ſpeaking, captain; a boatſwain muſt 
ſwear in a ſlorm, and a man muſt ſpeak plain, when he 
ſces foul weather a-head of us. 

Moram. D'you think me like the wheat-car, only 
fit for ſun-ſhine, who cannot bear the leaſt cloud over 
him? No, Vanderbluff, I have a heart that can face a 
tempeſt of dangers. Your bluſt'ring will but make me 
obſtinate. You ſeem frighten'd, licutenant. 

Vanderbluff. From any body but you, that ſpeech 
ſhould have had another-gueſs anſwer than words, 
Death, captain, are not the Iudies in diſpute? an hour's 
delay may make their hands too many for us. Give 
the word, captain, this hand ſhall take the Indian king 
pris'ner, and keel-hawl him afterwards, till I make 
him diſcover his gold. I have known you hazard your 
life ſor a leſs prize. 

Mcrano. Are Hacker, Culverin, Capſtern, Laguerre, 
and the reſt, whom we ſent out for intellizence, re- 
turn'd, that you are under this immediate alarm ? 

Vanderbluff. No, Sir; but from the top of von' hill, 
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I myſelf ſaw the enemy putting themſelves in order of 


battle. 

Morono. But we have nothing at all to fear; for we 
have ſtill a ſafe retreat to our ſhips, 

Vanderbluff. To our women, you mean. Furies! 
you talk like one. If our captain is bewitch'd, ſhall we 
be be-devil'd, and loſe the footing we have got? [ Draui. 

Moran). Take care, lieutenant. This language 
may provoke me. I fear no man. I fear nothing, 
and that you know. Put up our cutlace, lieutenant, 
for I will not ruin our cauſe by a private quarrel. 

V anderbluff. Noble captain, I aſk pardon. 

Morano. A brave man ſhould be cool till action, 
lieutenant; when danger preſſes us, I am always ready. 
Be ſatisfy'd, I'll take my leave of my wife, and then 
take the command. 

V anderbluff. That's what you can never do till you 
have her leave. She is but juſt gone from you, Sir, 
See her not; hear her not; the breath of a woman has 
ever prov'd a contrary wind to great actions. 

Mor ans. I tell you 1 will ſee her. I have got rid 
of many a woman in my time, and you may truſt 
me 

V anderbluff. With any woman a but her. The hus- 
band that is govern'd is the only man that never finds 
out that he is ſo, 

Moran. This then, lieutenant, ſhall try my reſolu- 


tion. In the mean time, ſend out parties and ſcouts 
to watch the motions of the [ndians. 
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AIR XXXIII. Since all the world's turn'd upſide 
down. 


Tho" different paſſiom rage by turns, 
Within my breaſt fermenting ; 

Now blazes love, mow bonour burns, 
I'm bere, I'm there conſenting. 


Fl each obey, ſo keep my oath, 
That oath by which I won ber; 


With truth and fteddineſs in both, 
Tl ad like a man of bonour. 


Doubt me not, lieutenant, But I'll now go with you, 


to give the neceſſary commands, and after that return 
to take my leave before the battle. 


SCENE V. 


Morano, Vanderbluff, Jenny, Capſtern, Culverin, Hack- 
er, Laguerre, Polly. 


Fenny. Hacker, Sir, and the reſt of the party, are 
return'd with a priſoner. Perhaps from him you may 
learn ſome intelligence that may be uſeful. See, here 
they are. A pretty ſprightly young fellow ! I like 
him, [ #ſade, 

Vanderblyff. What cheer, my lads? has fortune ſent 
you a good prize! 

Fenny. He ſecms ſome wealthy planter's ſon. 

Vaudervluff. In the common practice of commerce 
you ſhould never ſlip an opportunity, and for his ran- 


ſom, no doubt, there will be room for comfortable ex- 
tortion. | 
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Moran. Hath he inform'd you of any thing that 
may be of ſervice? where pick'd you him up? whence 
is he? 

Hacker, We found him upon the road. He is 2 
ſtranger it ſeems in theſe parts, And as our heroes 
generally ſet out, extravagance, gaming, and debaucl;- 
ery, have qualify'd him for a brave man, 

Marano. What are you, friend ? 

Pally. A young fellow, who hath been robb'd by the 
world; and I came on purpoſe to join you, to rob the 
world by way of retaliation. An open war with the 
whole world is brave and honourable, I hate the clan- 


neighbuuis in civil ſocieties. I would ſerve, Sir. 


AIR XXXIV. Hunt the Squirrel. 


The world is ever jarrirg ; 

Thrs is purſuing 

T 'other man's ruin, 
Friends with friends are warring, 

In a falſe cowardly way, 
Spurr'd in by emulations, 

Tonzues are engaring, 

Calumny, raging , 
Murners reputations, 

Envy flirs up the fray, 

Thus, with burning bate, 

Each, returning bate, 
Mun and rubs bis friend. 

In civil life, 

Even man and wife 


Squabdlc fer ſelf fb ents, 


g. 
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Jenny. He really is a mighty clever man. [ Aſide. 
Vanderbluff. The lad promiſes well, and has juſt no- 


tions of the world. 

Meran:. Whatever other great men do, I love to 
encourage merit, The youth plcaſes me; and if he 
anſwers in action d'you hear, my lad? your 
fortune is made. Now, lieutenant Yanderbluff, 1 am 
for you. | 

Vanderblufſ. Diſcipline muſt not be neglected. 

Moram, When every thing is ſettled, my dear + 
Jeum, I will return to take my leave. After that. 
young gentleman, I ſhall try your mettle. In the 
mean time, Fenn, I leave you to ſiſt him with farther 
queſtions, He has liv'd in the world, you find, and 
may have lcarnt to be treacherous. 


SCENE VI. 
Jenny, Polly. 


Jenny. How many women have you ever ruin'd, 
young ſpark ! 

Ply. I have been ruin'd by women, madam. But 
I thick indeed a man's fortune cannot be more honour- 
ably diſpos'd of; for tboſe have always a Kind of claim 
to their protection, who have been undone in their 
ſervice. 

Zenny, Were you ever in love? 

Pally. With the ſex. 

Jenny. Had you never a woman in love with you? 
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Polly. All the women that ever I knew were mer- 
cenary. 

Jenny. But ſure you cannot think all women ſo. 

Polly. Why not as well as all men? The manners 
of courts are catching. 

Zenny. If you have found only ſuch uſage, a gene- 
rous woman can the more oblige you. Why ſo baſh- 
ful, young gentleman ? You don't look as if you would 
revenge yourſelf on the ſex. 

Polly. I loſt my impudence with my fortune. Po- 
verty keeps dou n aſſurance. 

Jem. I am a plain ſpoken woman, as you may 
find, and I own I like you. And let me tell you, to 
be my favourite may be your beſt ſtep to preferment. 


AIR XXXV. Young Denman once the lovelieſt ſwain. 


In love and life the preſent uſe, 

One bour toe grant, the next refuſe ; 
Who then would riſque a nay ? 

Were lovers wiſe they would be kind, 

And in cur eyes the moment find ; 
For only then they may. 


Like other women I ſhall run to extremes. If you 
won't make me love you, I ſhall hare you. There 
never was a man of true courage, who was a coward 
in love. Sure you are not afraid of me, ſtripling? 
[taking Polly by the hand. 

Polly. I know you only rally me. Reſpect, ma- 
dam, keeps me in ave. 


| 


| 


Id 
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Jenm. By your expreſſion and behaviour, one would 
think I were your wife. If fo, I may make uſe of her 


liberties, and do what I pleaſe without ſhame or re. 
ſtraint. [K:ſſes her.] Such rallery as this, my dear, 
requires replication. 

Polly. You'll excuſe me then, madam, [Kiſſes her. 

Fenny. What, my cheek! let me dye, if by your 
kits, I ſhould not take you for my brother or my fa- 
ther. 
Polly. I muſt put on more aſſurance, or I ſhall be 
diſcover'd. [ Aſide.) Nay then, madam, if a woman 
will allow me liberties, they are never flung away up- 
on me. If I am too rude— [Kiſſes her. 

Jenny. A woman never forgives the contrary fault. 


A I R XXXVI. Catharine Ogye. 


We never blame the forward ſwain, 
Who puts us to the trial. 
Polly. I know you fir ft would give me pain, 
Then baulk me with denial. 
Jenny. What mean tus then by being try d ? 
Polly, With ſcorn and ſlight to uſe us. 
Moft beauties, to indulge their pride, 
Seem kind but to refuſe us. 


Fenny, Come then, my dear, let us take a walk in 
vonder grove, A woman never ſhews her pride but 
before witneſſes. | 

Polly. How ſhall I get rid of this affair? LAAſide.] 
Morano may ſurprize us. 
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Jenny. That is more a wife's concern. Conſider, 
young man, if I have put myſelf in your power, you 
arc in mine. 

Pally. We may have more eaſy and fafe opportuni- 
ties, Beſides, I know, madam, you are not ſerious, 

Jenny. To a man who loſes one opportunity, we 
never grant a ſecond. Fxcuſes! conſideration ! he 
hath not a ſpark of love in him. I muſt be his averſi- 
on! go, monſter, I hate you, and you ſhall ſee I can 
be reveng'd. 


AIR XXXVII. Roger a Coverly. 


My heart is by love forſaken, 
I feel the tempeſt growing. 
A fury the place bath taken, 
T rage, TI burn, Tu glawirg. 
Tho” Cupid's arrows are erring, 
Or ind, ference may ſecure ye, 
I. ben wcman's revenge 1s flirring, 


Yeu cannot ejcape that fury. 


I could bcar your exculcs, but thoſe looks of indiſſe- 


rence kill me. 


SCENE VI. 


Jenny, Polly, Morano. 


Jeum. Sure never was ſuch inſolence! how could 
you leave me with this bawdy-houſe bully ? for if lie 
had been bred « page, he mult have made his fortune. 


S FA F. 
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If I had given him the leaſt encouragement, it would 
not have provok'd me. Odious creature 

Moran), What-a-vengeance is the matter ? 

Zenny. Only an attempt upon your wife. So ripe 
an impudence! he mult have ſuck'd in aſſurance from 
his mother. 

Morano. An act of friendſhip only. He meant to 
puſh his fortune with the busband. *Tis the way of 
the town, my dear. 


AIR XXXVIII. Bacchus m'a dit. 


By balves no friend 

Naw ſee ds to do you pleaſure, 
Their belp they lend 

In every part of life ; 

If busbands part, 

The friend bath always leiſure ; 
Then all bis beart | 

1s bent to pleaſe the wife. 


Jenny. T hate you for being ſo little jcalous. 

Merano. Certainly, Jenny, you know the way of the 
world better, than to be ſurpriz'd at a thing of this 
kind, *Tis a civility that all you fine ladies expect; 
and, upon the like occaſion, I could not have anſwer'd 
for myſelf, I own, I have à kind of partiality to im- 
pudence. Perhaps too, his views might be honourable. 
If 1Mhad been Kkili'd in battle, 'tis good to be before- 
hand. You know 'tis a way often practis'd to make 
ſure of a widow. 


160 THE BEGGAR'S OPERA. 


Jenny. If I find you ſo eaſy in theſe affairs, you may 
make my virtue leſs obſtinate. 


AIR XXXIX. Health to Betty. 


If busbands fit unſteady, 
Meft wives for freaks are ready. 
Aeg leci the rein 
The ſteed again 
Grow: ſtittiſp, wild and beady. 
Your behaviour forces me to ſay what my love for you 
will never ſuffer me to put in practice. You are too 
ſafe, too ſecure, io think of pleaſing me. 

Morano. Tho' I like impudence, yet 'tis not ſo a- 
greeable when pat in practice upon my own wife; and 
jeſting apart, young ſpark, if I ever catch you thinking 
this way again, a cat - o'nine· tails ſhall cool your cou- 
rage. 

SCENE VII. 


Morano, Jenny, Polly, Vanderbluff, Capſtern, La- 
guerre, etc. with Cawwawkee priſoner. 


Van. The party, captain, is return'd with ſucceſs. 
After a ſhort engagement, the Indian prince Cawwaw- 
tee here was made priſoner, and we want our orders 
for his diſpoſal. 

Mor. Are all our troops ready and under arms? 

Van. They wait but for your command. Our num- 
bers arc ſtiong. All the ſhips crews are drawn out, and 


the 
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the ſaves that have deſerted to us from the plantations 
are all brave reſolute fellows, who muſt bebave them- 
ſelves well. 

Mor. Look ye, lieutenant, the truſſing up this prince, 
in my opinion, would ſtrike a terror among the enemy. 
Beſides, dead men can do no miſchief. Let a gibbet be 
ſet up, and ſwing him off between the armies before 


the onſet. 
Van. By your leave, captain, my advice blows di- 


rectly contrary, Whatever may be done hercafter, I 
am for putting him firſt of all upon examination. The 
Indians to be ſure have conceal'd their treaſures, and 
we ſhall want a guide to ſhew us the beſt plunder. 
Mor. The advice is good. I will extort intelligence 
from him. Bring me word when the enemy are in mo- 
tion, and that inſtant I' Il put myſelf at your head. [Ex- 


it Sailor. ] Do you know me, prince? 


Caw. As a man of injuſtice I know you, who covets 
and invades the properties of another. 

Mor. Do you know my power ? 

Caw. I fear it not. 

Mor. Do you know your danger? 

Caw. I am prepar'd to meet it. 


AIR XL. Cappe de bonne eſperance. 
The body of the brave may be talen, 
If chance bring os our adverſe bour ; 
But the noble ſoul is unſhaken, 
Fer that flill is in our poxver + 
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"Tis @ rock whoſe firm feundation 
Moc ts the waves of perturbation ; 
Tit a never dying ray, 
Brighter in our evil day. 


Mor. Mere downright barbarians, you ſee, lieute- 
nant. They have our notional honour ſtill in practice 
among them, 

Van. We muſt beat civilizing into them, to make 
them capable of common ſociety, and common con- 
verſation. | 

Mor. Obſtinate prince, mark me well. Know 
you, I fay, that your life is in my power? 

Caw, I know too, that my virtue is in my own. 

Mor. Not a mule, or an old out-of-faſhion'd philo- 
ſopher could be more ſtubborn. Can you feel pain ? 

Caw. I can bear it. 

Mar. I ſhall try you. 

Caw. 1 ſpeak truth, I never affirm but what I 
know. 

Mer. In what condition are your troops? What 
numbers have you? How are they diſpoſed ? Act rea- 
ſonably and openly, and you ſhall find protection. 

Caw. What, betray my friends! I am no coward, 
European. 

Mor. Torture ſhall make you ſqueak. 

Caw. I have reſolution; and pain {hall neither make 
me lie or betray. I tell thee once more, European, I 
am no coward. 

Van, What, neither cheat nor be cheated ! There is 
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no having either commerce or correſpondence with 
theſe creatures. | 

Jen. We have reaſon to be thankful for our good e- 
ducation. How ignorant is mankind without it! 

Cap. I wonder to hear the beaſt ſpeak. 

Lag. They would make a ſhew of him in England. 

Jen. Poh, they would only take him for a fool. 

Cap. But how can you expect any thing elſe from a 
creature, who hath never ſeen a civiliz'd country? 
Which way ſhould he know mankind ? 

Jen. Since they are made like us, to be ſure, were 
they in England they might be taught. 

Lag. Why, we ſee country gentlemen grow into 
courtiers, and country gentlewomen, with a little po- 
liſhing of the town, in a few months become fine 
ladies. 

Jen. Without doubt, education and example can 
do much. 

Pol. How happy are theſe ſavages ! Who would not 
wiſh to be in ſuch ignorance. [ aſide. 

Mor. Have done, I defire you, with your muſty 
reflections: You but interrupt the examination. You 
have treaſures, you have gold and ſilver among you, 
I ſuppoſe. 

Caw. Better it had been for us if that ſhining earth 
had never been brought to light. 

Mar. That you have treaſures then you own, it 
ſeems; I am glad to hear you confeſs ſomething. 

Caw. But out of good-will we ought to hide it fiom 
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you. For, as we have heard, 'tis ſo rank a poiſon to 
you Europeans, that the very touch of it makes you 
mad, 


AIR XLI. When bright Aurelia tripp'd the plain. 


For gold you ſacrifice your fame, 
Your bonour, life and friend: 
You char, you fawn, you lie, you game, 
And plunder without fear or ſhame ; 
Can madneſs this tranſcend P 


Nor. Bold ſavage, we are not to be inſulted with 
your ignorance. If you would ſave your lives, you 
muſt, like the beaver, leave behind you what we 
hunt you for, or we ſhall not leave the chaſe. Diſco- 
ver your treaſures, your hoards, for I will have the ran- 
ſacking of them. 

Jen. By his ſeeming to ſet ſome value upon gold, 
one would think that he had ſome glimmering of ſenſe. 


AIR XLII. Peggy's Mill. 


When gold is in band, 
It gives us command ; 

It makes us low'd and reſpefied, 
Tit now, as of yore, 
Wit and ſenſe, when poor, 

Are ſcorn'd, verlok'd and neg lectad. 
Do peeviſb and old, 
If women bave gold, 
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They have youth, good-bumour and beauty ; 
Without it ue find 


Mar. I will have no more of theſe interruptions. 
Since women will be always talking, one would think 
they had a chance now and then to talk in ſeaſon- 
Once more I aſk you, perverſe, audacious ſavage, if 
I grant you your life, will you be uſeful to us? For 
you ſhall find mercy upon no other conditions. I will 
have immediate compliance, or you ſhall undergo the 
torture. 

Caw. With diſhonour life is nothing worth. 

Mor. Furies! III trifle no longer. 


RECITATIVE. Sia ſuggetta la plebe in Carialan. 
Pain brings repentance. 
Lag. You would not have us put him to death, 
captain ? 
Mor. Torture him leiſurely, but ſeverely. I ſhall 
ſtagger your obſtinacy, Indian. 
gKECITATIVE. 
Hence let bim feel bis ſentence, 
Pain brings repentence. 
But hold, I'll ſee him tortured. I will have the plea- 
ſure of extorting anſwers from him myſelf. So keep 
him ſafe till you have my directions. 
L 3 
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Lag. It ſhall be done. 

Mor. As for you, young ſpark, 1 think it not pro- 
per to truſt you, till I know you farther. Let him be 
your priſoner too till I give order how to diſpoſe of him. 

[Ex. Cawwawkee and Polly guarded. 


SCENE IX. 
Morano, Jenny, Vanderbluff. 


Van. Come, noble captain, take one hearty ſmack 
upon her lips, and then ſteer off; for one kiſs requires 
another, and you will never have done with her. If 
once a man and woman come to grapling, there's no 
hawling them aſunder. Our friends expect us. 

Jen. Nay, lieutenant Vanderbluff, he ſhall not 
go yet. 

Van. I'm out of all patience. There is a time for 
all things, madam. But a woman thinks all times mult 
be ſubſervient to her whim and humour. We ſhould 
be now upon the ſpot. 

Fen. Is the captain under your command, lieu- 
tenant? _ 

Van. I know women better than ſo. I ſhall never 
diſpute the command with any gentleman's wife. 
Come, captain, a woman will never take the laſt kiſs; 
ſhe will always want another. Break from her clutches. 

Mor. I muſt go But I cannot. 


ST”. 0. 
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ATR XLII. Excuſe me. 


Glory calls me from thy arms, Ito him. 
With bonour my boſom is beating, 
Victory ſummons to arm; ther. to arms 
Let us dete, for we're ſure of defeating. 
One look more -=-and then---- [to ber. 
Ob, I am loft again ! : 
What a power bas beauty ! 
But bonour calls, and I muſt away. [to him. 
But love forbids, and I muſt «bey. [to her, 
But grow tos bold; [ Vanderbluff pulling bim away, 
Hence, loſe your bold, Ito him. 
For love claims all my duty. [to her. 


They will bring us word when the enemy is in moti- 
on. I know my own time, lieutenant. 

Van. Loſe the Indies then, with all my heart. Loſe 
the money, and you loſe the woman, that I can tell 
you, captain. Furies, what would the woman be at ! 

Zen. Not ſo haſty and furious, I beg you, lieute- 
nant. Give me the hearing, and perhaps, whatever 
you may think of us, you may once in your life hear 
a woman ſpeak reaſon. 

Van. Diſpatch then. And if a few words can ſa- 
tisfy you, be ſhort. 

Jen. Men only ſlight womens advice thro' an over- 
conceit of their own opinions. I am againſt venturing a 
battle, Why ſhould we put what we have already got 
to the riſque? We have money enough on board our 
ſhips to ſecure our perſons, and can reſerve a comſort- 
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able ſubſiſtence beſides. Let us leave the Indies to 
our comrades, 

Van, Sure you are the firſt of the ſex that ever 
ſtinted herſelf in love or money. If it were conſiſtent 
with our honour, her advice were worth hearkning to! 

Fen. Conſiſtent with our honour ! For ſhame, lieu- 
tenant ; you talk downright Indian. One would take 
you for the ſavage's brother, or couſin-german at leaſt, 
You may talk of honour, as other great men do; but 
when intereſt comes in your way, you ſhould do as o- 
ther great men do, 


ATR XLIV. Ruben. 


Honour plays a bubble t part, 
Ever bilk'd and cheated ; 

Newer in ambition's heart, 
Int"refl there is ſeated. 


Honour aun in uſe of yore, 
Tho' by want attended: 


Since tu talk'd of, and no more, 
Lord, bow times are mended ! 


Van. What think you of her propoſal, noble cap- 
tain? We may puſh matters too far. 

Jen. Conſider, my dear, the Indies are only trea- 
ſures in expectation. All your ſenſible men, now-a- 
days, love the ready. Let us ſeize the ſhips then, and 
away for England, while we have the opportunity. 

Van. Sure you can have no ſcruple againſt treache- 
ry, captain, *Tis as common a money-getting vice 


— 


PART SECOND. 169 
as any in faſhion; for who now-a-days ever boggles at 
giving up his crew ? 

Mor. But the ſpoiling of a great deſign—— 

Van. *Tis better ſpoiling our own deſigns, than have 
them ſpoil'd by others; for then our deſigns and our 
lives will be cut ſhort together. 


AIR XLV. Troy Town. 


When ambition's ten years toils 

Have beap d up mighty boards of Feld; 
Amidſt the barveſ of the ſpoils, 
Acguir d by fraud and rapine bold, | 
Comes juſtice. The great ſcheme is croſt, 
Alt once uvealth, life, and fame are loſt. 


This is a melancholy reflection for ambition, if it ever 
could think reaſonably. 

Mor. If you are fatisfy'd, and for your 3 
Jenny. For any man may acknowlege that he has 
money enough, when he hath enough to ſatisfy his 
wiſe. 

Van. We may make our retreat without ſuſpicion, 
for they will readily impute our being miſsꝰd to the ac- 
cidents of war. 


SCENE X. 
Morano, Jenny, Vanderbluff, Sailor, 


Sail. There is juſt now news arriv'd, that the troops 


of the plantation have intercepted the paſſage to our 
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ſhips ; ſo that conqueſt is our only hope, The Indian 
forces too are ready to march, and ours grow impatient 
for your preſence, noble captain. 

Mor. I'Il be with them. Come then, lieutenant, 
for death or the world, 

Jen. Nay then, if matters are deſperate, nothing 
ſhall part me from you. III ſhare your dangers, 

Mar. Since I muſt have an empire, prepare your- 
ſelf, Jenny, for the cares of royalty. Let us on to 
battle, to conqueſt. Hark the trumpet. | 


[Trumpet ſounds. 


A I R XLVI. We've cheated the parſon. 
Deſpair leads to battle, mo courage ſo great. 
They muſt conguer or die who've no retreat. 
Van. No retreat. 


Jen. No retreat. 
Mor. They muft conguer or die who" ve no retreat, Exeunt. 


SCENE xl. MArom of a poor cottage, 
Cawwawkee in chains, Polly. 


Poel. Unfortunate prince! I cannot blame your dis. 
belicf, when I tell you that I admire your virtues, and 
ſhare in vour misfortunes. 

Caw. To be oppreſs'd by an European implies merit. 
Yet you are an Eurapean. Are you fools? Do you be- 
lieve one another? Sure ſpeech can be of no uſe a- 
mong you. 

Pal. There are couſtitutions that can withſland a pe- 
filence. 
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Caw. But ſare vice muſt be inherent in ſuch conſti- 
tutions. You are aſham'd of your hearts, you can 
lie. How can you bear to look into yourſelves ? 

Pol. My ſincerity could even bear your examina- 
tion. 

Caw, You have aboliſh'd faith. How can I believe 
you? Tou are cowards too, for you are cruel. 

Pol. Would it were in my power to give you 
proofs of my compaſſion. 

Caw. You can be covetous. That is 2 complicati- 
on of all vices. It comprehends them all. Heaven 
guard our country from the inſection 

Pol. Yet the worſt men allow virtue to be lovely, 
or there would be no hypocrites. 

Caw. Have you then hypocriſy ſtill among you? 
For all that I have experienc'd of your manners is open 
violence, and bare-fac'd injuſtice, Who that had 
ever felt the ſatisſaction of virtue would ever part 
with it ? 


A IR XLVII. T'amo tanto. 


Virtues treaſure 


hr a pleaſure, 
Chearful even amid difreſs 
Nor pain nor croſſes, 
Ner grief nor bes, 
Nor death itſelf can make it leſs : 
Here relying, 
Suff ring, ching, 
Honeſt ſouls find all redreſs, 


** ——— 


E. 
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Pol. My heart feels your ſentiments, and my 
tongue longs to join in them. 


Caw, Virtze"s treaſure 
I: a pleaſure, 
Pol. Chearful even amid diſtreſs ; 
Cazw. Nor pain nor eraſſes, 
Pol. Nor grief nor loſſes, 
Caw. Vor death itſelf can make it leſs, 


Caw. Having this, I want no other comfort. I am 
prepar'd for all misfortune. 

Pol. Had you means of eſcape, you could not re- 
ſuſe it. To preſerve your life is your duty. 

Caw. By diſhoneſt means, I ſcorn it. 

Pol. But firatagem is allow'd in war; and "tis law- 
ful to uſe all the weapons employ'd againſt you. You 
may ſave your friends from affliction, and be the 
means of reſcuing your country. 

Caw. Thoſe are powerful inducements. I ſeck not 
voluntarily to 1clign my life. While it laſts, I would 
do my duty. 

Pal. I'll talk with our guard. What indnces them 
to rapine and murder, will induce them to betray. 
You may offcr them what they want; and from no 
hands, upon no conditions, corruption can reliſt the 
temptation. 

Caw. I have no ſkill, Thoſe who are corrupt 


PART SECOND. 177 


7 themſelves know how to corrupt others. You may do 
as you pleaſe. But whatever you promiſe for me, 
contrary to the European cuſtom, I will perform. For 
tho' a knave may break his word with a knave, an ho- 
neſt tongue knows no ſuch diſtinctions. 

Pal. Gentlemen, 3 
that may be ſor your advantage. 


SCENE XII. 
Polly, Cawwawkee, Laguerre, Capſtern. 


Pal. Know you that you have the Indian prince in 
your cultody ? 

Lag. Very well. | 

Pol. Know you the treaſures that are in his power ? 

Lag. I know too that they ſhall ſoon be ours. | 

Pol. In having him in your poſſcſhon they are yours. 

Lag. As how, friend? 

Pol. He might well reward you. 

Lag. For what? 

Pol. For his liberty. 

Caw. Yes, European, I can and will reward you. 

Cap. He's a great man, and I truſt no ſuch promiſes. 

Caw. I have ſaid it, European ; and an Indian heart 
is always anſwerable for his words. 

Pol. Think of the chance of war, gentlemen. Vi- 
ory is not ſo ſure when you fight againſt thoſe who 
fight for their liberties. 

Lag. What think you of the propoſal ? 

Cap. The prince can give us places; he can make 


174 THE BEGGAR'S OPERA. 


us all great men. Such a proſpect I can tell you, La. 
guerre, would tempt our beiters. 

Leg. Beſides, if we are vanquiſh'd, we have no ic- 
treat to our ſhips. 

Cap. If we gain our end, what matter how we come 
by it? 

Lag. Every man for himſclf, ſay I. There is no 
being even with mankind, without that univerſal max. 
im. Conſider, brother, we run no riſque. 

Cap. Nay, I have no objections. 

Lag. If we conquer'd, and the booty were to be di- 
vided among the crews, what would it amount to ? 
Perhaps this way we might get more than would come 
to our ſhares, 

Cap. Then too, I always lov'd a place at court. I 
have a genius to get, keep in, and make the moſt of an 
employment. 

Lag. You will conſider, prince, our own politici- 
ans would have rewarded ſuch meritorious ſervices: 
we'll go off with you, 

Cap. We want only to be known to be employ d. 

Lag. Let us unbind him then. 

Pal. Tis thus one able politician outwits another; 
and we admire their wiſdom. You may depend upon 
the prince's word as much as if he were a poor man, 

Cap. Our fortunes then are made. 


AIR XLVIII. Down ina meadow. 


Pol. The ſportſmen keep batols, and their quarry they gain, 
Thus the dee, the partridge, the pheaſant is jlain, 
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What care and expence for their hounds are empley d 
Thus the fox, and the bare, and the flag are dgrey d. 
The ſpaniel they cheriſh, whoſe flattering way 
Can as well as their maſters cringe, ſawn and betray. 

Thus flanch politicians, look all the world round, 
Love the men wwho can ſerve as bal, ſpaniel or hound, 
[Exeunt, 


ACT IL SCENE I. 


The Indian Camp. 
Pohetohee, Attendants, Ducat. 


Ind. IR, a party from the Britiſh ſactory have 
join'd us, Their captain attends your ma- 
jeſty's orders for their diſpoſition. 

P»he. Let them be poſted next my command; for 
I would be witneſs of their bravery. But firlt let their 


officer know I would ſee him. 
[Exit Indian. 


Enter Ducat. 

Duc. 1 would do all in my power to ſerve your ma. 
jeſty. I have brought up my men, and now. Sir. 
I would fain give up. I ſpeak purely upon your ma- 
jeſty's account. For as to courage and all that—1 
have been a colonel of the militia theſe ten years. 

Ph. Sure, you have not fear. Are you a man? 

Duc. A married man, Sir, who carries his wiſe's 
heart about him, and that indeed is a little ſearſul. Up- 
on promiſe to her, 1 am engag'd to quit in caſe of a 
battle; and her heart hath ever govern'd me more than 
my own. Beſides, Sir, fighting is not our bulineſs; 
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we pay others for fighting ; and yet 'tis well known 
we had rather part with our lives than our money. 
Poh. And have you no ſpirit then to defend it? 
Your families, your liberties, your properties are at 
flake. If theſe cannot move you, you mult be born 
without a heart. 
Duc. Alas, Sir, we cannot be anſwerable for human 
infrmities. 
A1R XLIX. There was an old man, and he liv'd. 


What man can on virtue or courage repoſe, 
Or gueſs if the touch til abide P 
Till weigb'd in the balance and try d. 


Pob. How different are your notions from ours! 
We think virtue, honour, and courage as eſſential to 
man as his limbs, or ſenſes; and in every man we ſup- 
poſe the qualities of a man, till we have found the 
contrary. But then we regard him only as a beaſt in 
diſguiſe. How cuſtom can degrade nature 

Duc. Why ſhould I have any more ſcruples about 
myſelf, than about my money? If Ican make my cour- 
rage paſs currant, what matter is it to me whether it be 
true or falſe ? *Tis time enough toown a man's failings 
when they are found out, If your majeſty then will 
not diſpenſe with my duty to my wiſe, with permiſſi- 
on, I'll to my poſt. *Tis wonderful to me that kings 
er go to war, who have ſo much to loſe, and nothing 
eſſential to get. [Extt. 
SCENE 
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Pohetohee, Attendants. 


Ph. My ſon a priſoner ! Tortur'd perhaps and 
cruelly butcher'd! Human nature cannot bear up a- 
gainſt ſuch afliftions. The war muſt ſuffer by his ab- 
ſence. More than is requir'd from me, Grief raiſes my 
reſolution, and calls me to reſcue him, orto a juſt re- 
venge. What mean thoſc ſhouts ? [Enter Indian. 

Ind. The prince, Sir, is return'd. The troops are 
animated by his preſence. With ſome of the pyrates 
in his retinue, he waits your majeſty's commands. 


SCENE III. 
Pohetohee, Cawwawkee, Polly,Laguerre, Capſtern, etc. 


Poh. Conqueſt then is ours, Let me embrace him. 
Welcome, my ſon. Without thee my heart could 
not have felt a triumph. 

Caw, Let this youth then receive your thanks. 
To him are owing my life and freedom. And the 
love of virtue alone gain'd me his friendſhip. 

Poh. This hath convinc'd me that an European can 
be generous and honeſt. 

Caw. Theſe others, indeed, have the paſſion of their 
country, I owe their ſervices to gold, and my pro- 
miſe is engag'd to reward them. How it gauls honour 
to have obligations to a diſhonourable man ! 

Lag. I hope your majeſty will not forget our ſervices. 

Ph. I am bound for my ſon's engagements. 

M | 
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Caw. For this youth, I will be anſwerable. Like 2 


pearl found in rubbiſh, he ſhines the brighter among 
theſe his countrymen. 


AIR L. Iris la plus charmante. 

Love with beauty 1: flying, 

At once tis blocming and dying, 

Burt all ſeaſons defying, 

Friendſhip laſts on the year. 

Love is by leng enjoying, 
Clozing ; 

Friendſhip, enjey d the longer, 
Strenger. 

O may the flame di uu 

Burn in your breaft like mine! 


Fol. Moſt noble prince, my behaviour ſhall juſtify 
the good opinion you have of me; and my friendſhip 
is beyond proſeſſions. 

Ph. Let theſe men remain under guard, till after 
the battle. All promiſes ſhall then be made good 
to you. LEx. Pyr. guarded, 


SCENE lx. 
Pohetohce, Cawwawkee, Polly. 


Caw. May this young man be my companion in the 
war. As a boon I beg it of you. He knows our 
cauſe is juſt, and that is ſufficient to engage him in ir, 

Pob. I leave you to appoint him his command, 
Diſpoſe of him as you judge proper. 

Pal. Tofall into their hands is certain torture and 


ng 
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death. As far as my youth and firength will permit 
me, you may depend upon my duty. 


Enter Indian. 


Ind. Sir, the enemy are advancing towards us. 

Poh. Victory then is at hand. Juſtice defends us, 
and courage ſhall ſupport us. Let us then to our 
polts. [Exeunt. 


SCENE V. The field of battle. 


Culverin, Hacker, Pyrates. 


AIR LI. There was a jovial beggar. 
1. Pyr. When borm, with merry ſcund, 
Proclaim the act ive day; 


Impatience beats the bound, 
He burns to chaſe the prey. 
Chorus, Thus to battle wwe will go, etc. 


2 Pyr. How charms the trumpets's breath ! 
The brave, with bope poſſeſs d, 
For getting wounds and death, 
Feel cengueſt in their breaſt, 
Chorus Thus to battle, etc. 


Cul. But yet I don't ſee, brother Hacker, why we 
ſhould be commanded by a Neger. Tis all along of 
him that we are led into theſe difficulties, I hate this 
land fighting, I love to have ſea · room. 

Hac. We are of the council, brother. 1f ever we 
get on board again, my vote ſhall be for calling of 
him to account for theſe pranks, Why ſliould we be 
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ſuch ſools to be ambitious of ſatisfying another's am- 
bition ? 

Cul. Let us mutiny. I love mutiny as well as 
my wife, 

1 Pyr. Let us mutiny. 

2 Pyr. Ay, let us mutiny. 

Hac. Our captain takes too much upon him. I am 
ſor no engroſſer of power. By our articles he hath 
no command but in a fight or in a ſtorm, Look'ye, 
brothers, I am for mutiny as much as any of you, 
when occaſion offers. 

Cul, Right, brother, all in good time. The paſs to 
our ſhips is cut off by the troops of the plantation. 
We muſt fight the Indians firſt, and we have a muti- 
ny good afterwards. 

Hac. Is Moran, ſtill with his doxy ? 

Cul. He's yonder on the right, putting his troops in 
order for the onſet. 

Hac. I wiſh this fight of ours were well over. For, 
to be ſure, let ſoldiers ſay what they will, they feel 
more pleaſure after a battle than ir it. 

Cul. Does not the drum-head here, quarter-maſter, 
tempt you to throw a merry main or two ? 

[Takes dice out of his packet, 

Hac, If I loſe my money, I ſhall reimburſe myſelf 
fiom the Indians, I have ſet. 

Cal. Have at you. A nick. [firngs. 
Hac. Throwthedice fairly out. Are you at me again! 

Cul. I'm at it. Seven or eleven. [flings] eleven. 
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Hac. Furies! A plain cog! I won't be bubbled, 
Sir. This would not paſs upon a drunken country 
gentleman. Death, Sir, I won't be cheated. 

Cul. The money is mine, D'you take me for 2 
ſharper, Sir ? 

Hac. Yes, Sir. 

Cul, T'll have ſatisſaction. f 

Hac. With all my heart. (fighting. 


SCENE VI. 
Hacker, Culverin, Pyrates, Morano, Vanderbluff, etc. 


Mor. For ſhame, gentlemen! [parting them.] Is 
this a time for private quarrel * What do I ſee! Dice 
upon the drum-head! If you have not left off thoſe 
cowardly tools, you are unworthy your profeſſion, 
The articles you have ſworn to, forbid gaming for 
money. Friendſhip and ſociety cannot ſubſiſt where 
it is praQtis'd. As this is the day of battle, I remit 
your penalties. But let me hear no more of it. 

Cul. To be call'd ſharper, captain! is a reproach that 
no man of honour can put up. 

Hac. But to be one, is what no man of honour can 
practiſe, 

Mor. If you will not obey orders, quarter-maſler, 
this piſtol ſhall put an end to the diſpute. [claps it to 
his head.) The common cauſe now requires your a- 
greement. If gaming is ſo common, 1 don't wonder 
that treachery ſtill ſubſiſts among you. 
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Hac. Who is treacherous ? 

Cap. Capſters and Laguerre have let the prince and 
the ſtripling you took priſoner eſcape, and are gone off 
with them to the Indians. Upon your duty, gentle- 
men, this day depends our all. 

Cul. Rather than have ill blood among us, I return 
the money. I value your friendſhip more. Let all 
animolities be forgot. 

Mor. We ſhould be Indians among ourſelves, and 
ſhew our breeding and parts to every body elſe, If we 
cannot be true to one another, and falſe to all the world 
belides, there is an end of every great exploit, 

Hac, We have nothing to truſt to but death or 
victory. 

Mor. Then hey ſor vifory and plunder, my lads ! 

AIR LII. To you fair ladies. 
By brawer fleps wwe win the race. 
1 Pyr. Let's bafle where danger calls. 
Mor. Unlcſs ambition mend its pace, 
| I: totters, nods and falls, 
1 Pyr. We muſt advance or be undone. 
Mor. Think thus, and then the battle“ toon. 
Chor, With a fa la la, 

Mr. You ſee your booty, your plunder, gentle- 
men. The Indians are jaſt upon us. The great 
muil venture dcath fome way or other, and the leſs 
ccremony about it, in my opinion, the better. But 
why talk I of death! Thoſe only talk of it, who fear 
it. Let us all live, and enjoy our victory. Sound 
the Clu ge. 
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AIR LIII. Prince Eugene's march. 


When the tyger roams, 
And the timorous flick is in bis wiew, 
Fury frams, 
He tbirſts for the blood of the crew. 
His greedy eyes be throws, 
Thirſt with tbeir number grows, 
On he pours, with a wide waſte purſuing, 
Spreading the plain with a general ruin, 
Thus let us charge, and our foes c erturn: 
Van, Let us on one and all ! 
1 Pyr. Hero they fly, bow they fall ! 
Mor. For the war, for the prize 1 burn, 


Van, Were they dragons, my lads, as they fit 
brooding upon treaſure, we would ſcare them from 
their neſts. | 

Mor. But ſee, the enemy are advancing to cloſe en- 

gement. Beſore the onſet, we'll demand a parley, 
and if we can, obtain honourable terms — We are o- 
verpower'd by numbers, and our retreat is cut off, 


SCENE VII. 


Enter Pohetohee, Cawwawkee, Polly, etc. with the 
Indian army drawn up againſt the pyrates. 


P:h. Our hearts are all ready. The enemy halte. 


Let the trumpets give the ſignal, 
M 4 
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AIR LIV. The Marlborough. 


Terror caff in guilty eyes; 
In its ray falſe courage dies; 
Tit like lightning keen ard awing. 
Charge the foe, 
Lay them low, 
On then and ſirike the blew. 
Hark, victory calls us. See, guilt is diſmay d. 
The willain is of bis own conſcience aſraid. 
In yur hands are your lives and your liberties beld, 
The courage of virtue was never repell d. 


Our captain commands a parley. 
Let him advance. 


Art thou, Morano, that fell man of prey ? 
That foeto juſtice ? 
Tremble and obey. 
Art thou great Pohetohee fly d 
The ſame, 
I dare avow my ations and my name. 


Mor. Thou know'ſt then, king, thy ſon there was 
my priſoner, Pay us the ranſom we require, allow us 
lafe paſſage to our ſhips, and we will give you your 
lives and liberties. | 

Poh. Shall robbers and plunderers preſcribe rules to 
right and equity? Inſolent madman! Compoſition with 
knavcs is baſe and ignominious. Tremble at the 
{word of juſtice, rapacious brute. | 
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A I R LV. Les rats. 


Mor, Know then war's my pleaſure, 
Am I thus comrolPd ? 
Both thy beart and treaſure 
I'll at once unfold. 
You, like a miſer, ſcraping, biding, 
Rob all the wworld ; you're but mines of gold. 
Rage my breaft alarms : 
War is by kings beld rigbe- deciding ; 
Then to arms, to arms ; 


With this ſevord I force your bold. 


By thy perverſeneſs, king, thou haſt provok'd thy 
fate; and ſo expect me. 
Poh. Rapacious ſool; by thy avarice thou ſhalt periſh 
Mor. Fall on. 
Pob. For your lives and liberties. 


[ fight, Pyrates beat F. 
SCENE VIII. 


DUCAT. 


Duc. A ſlight wound now would have been a good 
certificate; but who dares conttadict a ſoldier? *Tis 
your common ſoldiers who muſt content themſckves 
with mere fighting ; but 'tis we officers that run away 
with the moſt fame as well as pay. Of all fools, the 
ſool-hardy are the worſt, for they are not even to be 
truſted with themſelves, Why ſhould we provoke 
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men to turn again upon us, after they are run away; 
For my own part, IT think it wiſer to talk of fighting, 
than only to be talk'd of, The ſame of a talking hero 
will fatisfy me ; the ſound of whoſe courage amazes 
and aſtoniſhes all peaceable men, women, and children. 
Sure a man may be allow'd a little lying in his own 
praiſe, when there is ſo much going about to his diſ- 
credit. Since every other body gives a man leſs praiſe 
than he merits, a man, in juſtice to himſelf, ought to 
make up deficiencies. Without this privilege, we 
ſhould have fewer good characters in the world than 


we have. 
A I R LVI. Mad Robin. 


How faultleſs does the nymph appear, 

When ber owwn hand the picture draws: ! 
But all others only ſmear 

Her wrinkles, cracks and flaws, 

Self-flattery ts our claim and right, 
Let men ſay what they will ; 

Sure we may jet our good in ſight, 
When neighbours ſet our ill. 


So, for my own part, I'll no more truſt my reputation 
in my neighbours hands than my money. But will 
turn them both my ſelf to the beſt advantage. 


SCENE IX. 


Pohetohee, Cawwawkee, Ducat, Indians. 


Ph, Had Mor ano been taken or ſlain, our conqueſt 
had been complete. 
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Duc. A hare may eſcape from a maſtiff. I could not 
Le a greyhound too. 

Poh. How have you diſpos'd of the priſoners ? 

Caw, They are all under ſafe guard, till the king's 
juſtice,by their exemplary puniſhment, deters others 
from the like barbaritics. 

Poh. But all our troops are not as yet return'd from 
the purſuit; I am too for ſpeedy juſtice, for in that 
there is a ſort of mercy. Beſides, I would not have 
my private thoughts worried by clemency to pardon 
ſuch wretches. I cannot be anſwerable for the frailties 
of my nature. 

Caw. The youth who reſcu'd me from theſe cruel 
men is miſſing; and amidſt all our ſucceſſes I cannot 
fel happineſs. I fear he is among the ſlain. My gra- 
tirude intereſted itſelf ſo warmly in his ſafety, that you 
muſt excuſe my concern. What hath victory done 
ſor me ? I have loſt a friend. 


AIR LVII. Thro' the wood laddy. 


A. fits the poor turtle alone on the ſpray ; 
H:s beart ſorely beating, 
Sad murmur repeating, 
Indulging bis grief for bis conſort aſtray; 
For force or death enly could keep ber away. 
New be thinks of the ſmoler, and every ſnare ; 
If guns bave net ſlain ber, 
The net muſt detain ber, 
Thus be riſe in my thoughts, ev ry hour with a tear, 
If ſafe from the battle be de nat appear, 
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Poh. Dead or alive, bring me intelligence of him; 
for I ſhare in my ſon's affliction. [Exit Indian. 

Duc. I had beiter too be upon the ſpot, or my men 
may <mbezzle ſome plunder which by right ſhould be 
mine. [ Extt. 

Ind. The youth, Sir, with a party is juſt returned 
from the purſuit. He's here to wait your majeſty's 
commands, 


SCENE XI. 
Pohetohee, Cawwawkee, Polly, Indians. 


Caw. Excuſe, Sir, the warmth of my fiiendſhip, 
if I fly to meet him, and for a moment intercept his 
duty. [ Embracing. 


AIR LVIII. Claſp'd in my dear Melinda's arms. 


Pol. Victory ts ours. 

Ca . My fond beart it at reſt 

Pol. Friendſhip thus receives it gueſt, 
Caw. O what rapture fills my breaft ! 
Pol. Conqueſt is complete, 

Caw. Now the triumpb's great. 
Pol. In your life is a nation bleſt. 
Caw. Is your life I'm of all paſſeſi d. 


Poh. The obligations my ſon hath receiv'd from 
you, makes me take a part in his friendſhip. In your 
ſaſety conqueſt has been doubly kind to me. If Mora- 
n2 hath cſcap'd, juſtice only refcrves him to be punith'd 
by another hand. | 
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Pal. In the rout, Sir, I overtook him, flying with 
all the cowardice of guilt upon him. Thouſands have 
falſe courage enough to be vicious ; true fortitude is 
founded upon honour and virtue ; that only can abide 
all teſts. I made him my priſoner, and left him with- 


out under ſtrict guard, till I receiv'd your majeſty's - 


commands for his diſpoſal. 
Pob. Sure this youth was ſent me as a guardian. 
Let your priſoncr be brought before us. 


SCENE XI. 
Pohetohze, Cawwawkee, Polly, Morano guarded. 


Mor. Here's a young treacherous dog now, who 
hangs the husband to come at the wife. There are 
wives in the world, who would have undertaken that 
affair to come at him. Your ſon's freedom, to be ſure, 
you think better worth than mine ; ſo that I allow you 
a good bargain if I take my own for his ranſom, with- 
out a gratuity. You know, king, he is my debtor. 

Poh. He hath the obligations to thee of a ſheep 
who hath eſcap'd out of the jaws of the wolf, bealt 
of prey ! 

Mor. Your great men will never own their debts, 
that's certain. 

Poh. Trifle not with juſtice, impious man. Your 
cruelties, your rapine, your murders, are now at an end, 

Mor. Ambition muſt take its chance, If I die, I die 
in my vocation. 
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AIR LIX. Parſon upon Dorothy. 


The ſoldiers, who by trade muſt dare 
The dreadful cannon 1 ſounds ; 

You may be ſure, betimes prepare 
Fer fatal blood and wounds. 

The men, who, with advent" rous dance, 
Leap from the cord on high, 

Muft own they bade the frequent chance 
By broken bones to die, 
Since ſel dom then 
Ambitious men 

Like otbers loſe thetr breath ; 
Like theſe, I bope, 
They know a rope 

Is but their natural death, 


We muſt all take the common lot of our profeſſions. 

Poh. Would your European laws have permitted 
crimes like theſe to have gone unpuniſh'd ! 

Mor. Were all I am worth ſafely landed, I have 
wherewithal to make almoſt any crime it eaſy up- 
on me. 

P:h. Have ye notions of property ? 

Mir. Of my own. 

Pob. Would not your honeſt induſtry have been e- 
nough to have ſupported you ? 

Mr. Honeſt induſtry ! I have heard talk of it in- 
deed among the common people, but all great geniuſes 
are above it, 

Poh, Have you no reſpect for virtue? 
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Mor. As à good phraſe, Sir. But the practiſers of 
it are fo inſignificant and poor, that they are rarely 
found ia the beſt company. 

Poh. Is not wiſdom eſteemed among you ? 

Mor. Yes, Sir: but only as a ſtep to riches and pow- 
er; a ſtep that raiſes ourſelves, and trips up our neigh» 
bours. 

Poh. Honour and honcſty, are not thoſe diſtin- 
guiſh'd ? 

Mor. As incapacities and ſollies. How ignorant 
are theſe Indians! But indeed, I think honour is of 
ſome uſe ; it ſerves to ſwear upon. 

Poh. Have you no conſciouſneſs? Have you no 
ſhame ? 

Mor. Of being poor. 

Poh. How can ſociety ſubſiſt with covetouſneſs ! Ye 
are but the forms of men. Beaſts would thruſt you 
out of their herd upon that account, and man ſhould 
caſt you out for your brutal diſpoſitions. 

Mor. Alexander the great was more ſucceſsful. 
That's all. 


AIR LX. The collier has a daughter, 
When right or wreng's decided 


In war or civil cauſes, 
Me by ſucceſs are guided 
To blame or give applauſes. 
Thus men exalt ambition, 
In power by all commended. 
But when it falls from high condition, 
Ty burn is well attended. 
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Poh. Let juſtice then take her courſe, I ſhall not in- 
terfere with her decrecs. Mercy too obliges me to de- 
fend my country from ſuch violences. Immediate 
death ſhall put a ſtop to your further miſchieſs. 

Mor. This ſentence indeed is hard. Without the 
common forms of trial! Not ſo much as the advice 
of a Newgate attorney ! Not to be able to lay out my 
money in partiality and evidence! Not a friend per- 
zur'd for me! This is hard, very hard. 

Poh. Let the ſentence be put in execution. Lead 
him to death. Let his accomplices be witneſſes of 
it, and afterwards let them be ſafely guarded till fur- 
ther orders. 


ATR LXI. Mad Moll, 


Mor. All crimes are judg d like fornication ;' 

Wile rich wwe are boneſt, no doubt. 

Fine ladies can keep reputation, 
Pcor laſſes alone are found out. 

If juſtice bad piercing eyes, 
Like ourſelves to look within, 

She'd find power and wealth a diſgu:ſe | 

That Welter the worſt of our kin, [Exit guarded, 


SCENE. XII. 
Pohetohce, Cawwawkee, Polly. 


P:;h. How ſhall I return the obligations I owe you? 
Every thing in my power you may command. In 
making a 1cquelt, you confer on me another benefit. 

For 
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For gratitude is obliged by occaſions of making a re- 
turn: and every occaſion muſt be agreeable; for a 
grateful foul hath more pleaſure in paying than receiv. 
ing. 

Caw. My friendlhip too is impatient to give you 
proofs of it. How happy would you make me in al- 
lowing me to diſcharge that duty ! 


AIR LXII. Prince George. 


All friendſbip is a mutual debt, 
Pol. The centract᷑ i inclination: 
Caw. We never can that bond forget 
Of ſaveet retaliation. 
Pol. Al day, and every day the ſame 
We are paying and ftii!l owing z 
Caw. By turns wwe grant, by turns tue claim, 
The pleaſure of beflowing, 


Both. By turns ve grant, etc. 


Pol. The pleaſure of having ſerv'd an honourable 
man is a ſufficient return. My misfortunes, I fear, are 
beyond relicf, 

Caw. That ſigh makes me ſuffer, If you have 2 
want let me know it. 

Pol. If it is in a king's power, my power will make 
me happy. 

Caw. If you believe me a friend, you are unjuſt in 
concealing your diſtreſſes from me. You deny me the 
privilege of friendſhip ; for I have a right to ſhare them, 
or redreſs them, 


Fah. Can ray treaſures make you happy? 
N 
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Pol. Thoſe who have them not think they can; 
thoſe who have them know they cannot. 

P:h. How unlike his countrymen ! 

Caw, While you hide one want from me, I fecl e- 
very want for you. Such obſtinacy to a friend is 
cruelty. 

Pal. Let not my reflection interrupt the joys of 
your triumph. Could I have commanded my thoughts, 
I would have kept them for ſolitude. 

Caw, Thoſe ſighs and that reſervedneſs are ſymptoms 
of 2 heart in love. A pain that I am yet a ſtranger to, 


Pl. Then you have never been completely miſe- 
rable. | 


AIR LXIII. Blithe Jockey young and gay. 


Can words the pain expreſs 
Which abſent lovers know P 
He only mine can gueſs, 
Whoſe beart bath felt the woe. 
*T13 doubt, ſuſpicion, fear, 
Seldom bope, oft” deſpair ; 
*Trs jealouſy, tis rage, in brief 
Tis every pang and grief. 


Caw. But does not love often deny itſelf help and 
comfort, by being too obſtinately ſecret ? 

Pal. One cannot be too open to gencrolity ; that is 
a ſun, of univerſal benignity. In hiding ourſelves from 
it we but deny ourſelves the bleſſings of its influence. 
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AIR LXIV. In the fields in froſt and ſnow. 


The modeſt lilly, lile the maid, 
Its pure bloom defending, 
Is of noxicus de sus afraid, 
Seon as even' s deſcending. 
Cleſi'd all night, 
Free from blight, 
It preſerves the native white; 
But at morn unfolds its leaves, 
And the vital ſun receives. 


Yet why ſhould I trouble your majeſty with the mis. 
fortunes of ſo inconſiderable a wretch as I am? 

Poh. A king's beneſicence ſhould be like the ſun, 
Ti moſt humble weed ſhould fecl its influence as well 
as the moſt gaudy flower. But I have the neareſt con- 
cern in any thing that touches you. 

Pal. You ſee then at your feet the moſt unſortunate 


of women. [knzels, he raiſes her. 
Caw. A woman ! Oh my heart ! 


Poh. A woman! 

Pal. Yes, Sir, the moſt miſerable of her ſex. In 
love! marricd ! abandoned, and in deſpair ! 

P:h. What brought you into theſe countries ? 

Pal. To find my husband. Why had not the love 
of virtue directed my heart? But, alas, tis outward 
appearance alone that commonly engages a woman's 
aſfections! And my heart is in the poſſeſſion of the 
moſt profligate of mankind, 

Ph. Why this diſguiſe ? 

— 2 
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Pal. To defend me from the violences and inſults to 
which my ſex might have expos'd me. 

Caw. Had ſhe not been married, I might have been 
happy. [ Aſide. 

Pal. He ran into the madneſs of every vice. I de- 
reſt his principles, tho“ I am fond of his perſon to di- 
ſtraction. Could your commands for ſearch and enqui- 
ry reſtore him to me, you reward me at once with all 
my wiithes. For ſure my love ſtill might reclaim him. 

Caw. Had you concealed your ſex, I had been hap- 
py in your ſriendihip; but now, how uncaſy, how reſt- 
leſs is my heart! 


AIR LXV. Whilſt I gaze on Chloe. 


Whilft I gaze in fond defiring, 

Every former thought is loft. 
Srgbing, wiſhing and admiring, 
How my troubled ſoul is toff ! 
Hot and cold my blud is flowing, 
How it thrills in every wern! 
Liberty and life are going, 

Hope can nc er relieve my pain. 


Enter Indian. 
1:1. The reſt of the troops, Sir, are return'd from 
the purſuit with more priſoners. They attend your 


majeſty's orders. 
P:h. Let them be brought before us. [Exit Ind.] 


Give not yourſelf up to deſpair ; for every thing in my 
power you may command, 
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Caw. And every thing in mine. But alas, I have 
none ; for I am not in my own ! 


SCENE XIII. 
Pohetohee,Cawwawkee,Polly,Ducat, jenny guarded etc. 


Jen. Spare my husband, Morano is my husband. 

Poh. Then I have reliev'd you from the ſociety of 
a monſter, 

Jen. Alas, Sir, there are many husbands who are 
ficrce monſters to the reſt of mankind, that are the 
tamelt creatures alive to their wives. I can be anſwer- 
able for his duty and ſubmiſſion to your majeſty, for I 
know I have ſo much power over him, that I can even 
make him good ! 

Poh. Why then had you not made him ſo before? 

Jen. I was, indeed, like other wives, too indulgent 
to him, and as it was agreeable to my own temper, I 
was loth to baulk his ambition. I mult, indeed, own 
too that I had the frailty of pride. But where is the 
woman who hath not an inclination to be as great and 
rich as ſhe can be ? 

Poh. With how much eaſe and unconcern theſe Eu- 
ropeans talk of vices, as if they were neceſſary qualiſi- 
cations! 

AIR LXVI. The Jamaica. 
Jen, The ſex, we ſind, 
Like men inclin'd 
To guard againſt reproaches ; 
And none neglect 


To pay reſpect 
To rogues who keep their coaches. 
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Indeed, Sir, I had determin'd to be honeſt myſelf, and 
to have made him ſo too, as ſoon as 1 had put myſelf 
upon a reaſonable foot in the world; and that is more 
ſelf-denial than is commonly practis'd. 

Poh. Woman, your vicious ſentiments offend me; 
and you deſcrve to be cut off from ſociety, with your 
husband. Mercy would be ſcarce excuſable in par- 
doning you. Have done then. Marano is now under 
the ſtroke of jullice. 

Jen. Let me beſeech your majeſty to reſpite his ſen- 
tence. Send me back again with him into ſlavery, 
from whence we eſcap'd. Give us an occalion of be- 
ing honeſt, for we owe our lives and liberties to ano- 
ther. 

Duc. Yes, Sir, I find ſome of my run-away ſlaves 
among the crew, and I hope my ſervices at leaſt will 
allow me to claim my own again. 

Fen, Moran, Sir, I muſt confeſs, hath been a free 
liver, and a man of fo many gallantries, that no wo- 
man could eſcape him. If Macheath's diſaſters were 
known, the whole ſex would be in tears. 

Pal. Macheath ! 

Jen. He is no black, Sir, but under that diſguiſe, 
for my ſake, skreen'd himſelſ from the claims and im- 
portunities of other women ; may love intercede for 
him ! 

Pal. Macheath ! Is it poſſible ? Spare him, fave 
him, I ack no other reward. 


P:h. Halte, let the ſentence be ſuſpended. [Ex. Ind- 
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Pal. Fly; a moment may make me miſerable. 
Why could not I know him? All his misfortunes 
, brought upon him by my hand ! Cruel love, how 
could'lt thou blind me fo ? 


py has 


AIR LXVII. Tweed Side. 


The fag, when char'd all the ling day 

Oer the lawn, thro" the foreſt and brake ; 

Now panting fer breath and at bay, 

New flenmming the river or lake ; 

When the treacherous ſcent is all cald, 

And at eve be returns to bis bind, 

Can ber joy, can ber pleaſure be told F 

Such joy and ſuch pleaſure I find, 
But, alas, now again reflection turns fear upon my 
heart. His pardon may come too late, and I may ne- 
ver [ce him more. 

Pob. Take hence that profligate woman. Let her 
be kept under ſtrict guard till my commands. 

Jen. Slavery, Sir, flavery is all I ask. Whatever 
becomes of him, ſpare my life; ſpare an unfortunate 
woman. What can be the meaning of this ſudden turn! 
Conſider, Sir, if a husband be never ſo bad, a wife is 
bound to duty. 

Peoh. Take her hence, I ſay; let my commands be 
obey'd. [Ex. Jenny guarded, 


SCENE XIV. 


Pohetohee, Cawwawkee, Polly, Ducat, etc. 
Pi. What, no news yet? Not yet return'd! 
N 4 


200 THE BEGGAR'S OPERA. 


Cow. If juſtice hath overtaken him, he was unwor- 
thy of you. 
Pol. Not yet! Oh how I ſear. 


AIR LXVIII. One evening as I lay. 
My beart foreb des bes dead, 
That thought how can I bear P 
He's gone, for ever fled, 
My foul is all deſpair ! 
I ſee bim pale and cold, 
Thbe nooſe bath flop'd bis breath, 
Fuſt as my dream foretold, 
Ob bad that ſleep been death ! 
SCENE XV. 


Pohetohee, Cawwawkee, Polly, Ducat, Ind:ans. 


Enter Indians. 


Pol. He's dead, he's dead! Their looks conſeſs it. 
Your tongues have no need to give it utterance to con- 
firm my unhappineſs! I know, I ſee, 1 feel it! Sup- 
port me ! O Macheath | 

Duc. Mercy upon me! Now I look upon her near. 
er, bleſs me, it mult be Pally. This woman, Sir, is 
my ſlave, and I claim her as my own. I hope, if your 
majeſty thinks of keeping her, you will reimburſe me, 
and not let me be a loſer. She was an honeſt girl to be 
Care, and had too much virtue to thrive ; for, to my 
knowlege, money could not tempt her. 

Poh. And if the is virtuous, European, doſt thou 
think Ill act the infamous part of a ruffian, and force 
her? Tis my duty as a king to cheriſh ar. d defend virtue. 
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Caw, Juſtice hath reliev'd you from the ſociety of a 
wicked man, If an honeſt heart can, recompenſe your 
loſs, you would make me happy in accepting mine. I 
hope my father will conſent to my happineſs. 

Poh. Since your love of her is grounded upon the love 
of virtue and gratitude, I cave you to your own diſpoſal. 

Caw, What, no reply? 

'Pol. Abandon me to my ſorrows. For indulging 
them is my only relief. 

Poh. Let the leaders have immediate execution, 
For the reſt, let them be reltor'd to their owners, and 
return to their ſlavery. 


AIR LXIX. Buff-coat. 
Caw. Why that languifh ! 
Pol. Ob he's dead ! O be's loft for ever ! 
Caw. Ceaſe your anguiſh, and forget your grief. 
Pol. Ab, never ! 
What air, grace and flature ! 
Caw. How falſe in bis nature 


Pol. To virtue my love might baue won bim. 
Ca w. Hen baſe and deceiving ! 
Pol. But love is believinz, 
Caw. Vice, at length, as "tis meet, bath undone Lim. 
By your conſent you might at the ſame time give me 
happineſs, and procure your own. My titles, my 
ticaſures, are all at your own command. 
AIR LXX. An Italian bullad. 

Pol. Frail is ambition, how Teak the foundation ! 

Riches have wings as incon ant as wind, 


My beart is proof againſt either temptation, 
Virtue without them, conten:ment can find. 
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I am charm'd, prince, with your generoſity and virtues. 
Tis only by the purſuit of thoſe we ſecure real happi- 
neſs, Thoſe that know and ſcel virtue in themſelves, 
muſt love it in others. Allow me to give a decent time 
to my ſorrows. But my misfortunes at preſent inter- 
rupt the joys of victory. 

Caw. Fair princeſs, ſor ſo I hope ſhortly to make 
you, allow me to attend you, either to divide your 
griefs, or by converſation, to mollify your ſorrows. 

Poh. Tis a pleaſure to me by this alliance to re- 
ward your merits. [Ex. Caw. and Pol.] Let the ſports 
and dances then celebrate our victory. [Exit. 


DANCE. 
ATR LXXI. The Temple. 
1 Ind. Fuftice long forbearing, 
Power or riches newer fearing, 
Slow, but perſevering, 
Hurts the willain's peace. 
Chor. Juſtice long, etc. 
2 Ind. bar tongues then defend bim ? 
Or what band will ſuccour lend bim, 
Even bis friends attend bim, 
To foment the chace, 
Chor, Juſtice long, etc. 
3 Ind. Virtue, ſubduing, 
Humble in ruin 
All the proud wicked race. 
Truth, never-ſailing, 
Muſt be prevailing, 
Falj»bood fhall meet diſgrace. 
ice long forbeating, etc. 
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dition corrected, 


XVII. Phyſico-Theology : Or, A Demonſtration of 
theBeing and Attributes of God, from his Works of 
Creation. Being the ſubſtance of fixteen Sermons 
Preached at the honourable Mr. Boyle's Lectures, in 
the years 1711, and 1712. By W. Derham. D. D. 
and F. R. S. 


XVIII. Les Avantures de Telemaque, Fils D'Ulyſſe. 
Par ſeu Meſſire Francois De Salignac de la Mothe 
Fenelon, Precepteur des Meſſeigneurs les Enfans de 
France, et depuis ArchevEque-Duc de Cambray; 
Prince du Saint Empire. 


XIX. An Account of Denmark, as it was in the year 
1692. By the Right Honourable Robert Lord Viſ- 
count Moleſworth. 


XX. The Political Works of Andrew Fletcher, Eſq; 
of Saltoun. 
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XXI. A Select Collection of Tracts. By Walter 
Moyle, Eſq ; containing, 1. An Eſſay on the Ro- 
man Government. 2. Remarks on Dr. Prideaux's 
Connection of the Old and New Teſtament. 3. 
An Eſſay upon the Lacedemonian Government. 4. 
An Argument againſt a Standing Army. 


XXII. A Treatiſe on Virtue and Happineſs. By Wil- 
liam Nettleton, M. D. F.R.S. 


XXIII. Caii Criſpi Salluftii Belli Catilinarii et Jugur- 
thini Hiſtoriae. Ex optima et accuratiſſima Cortii 
Editione, expreſſae. 


XXIV. Georgii Buchanani Scoti, Poctarum ſui ſeculi 
facile principis, Paraphraſis Pſalmorum Davidis 
Poetica. 


XXV. A Cypreſs Grove: or, Philoſophical RefleQi- 
ons againſt the Fear of Death. By William Drum- 
mond, Eſq; of Hawthornden. 


XXVI. The Chriſtian Oratory : or, The Devotion of 
the Cloſet diſplayed, 2 Vol. By Benjamin Bennet. 


XXVII. Contemplatians, Moral and Divine. By Sir 
Matthew Hale, late Chief Juſtice of the King's 
Bench. To which is prefixed, An Account of his 
Life and Death. By Gilbert Burnet, late Biſhop of 
Sarum, 2 Vol. 


XXVIII. Hugo Grotius de Veritate Religionis Chri- 
ſtianae. Editio Noviſſima, cum Notulis Joannis Cle- 
rici. Acceſſerunt ejuſdem de cligenda inter Chritti- 
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anos diſſentientes ſententia, et contra indifferentiam 
Keligionum Libri Duo. 


XXIX. A Practical Diſcourſe concerning Death. By 
William Sherlock, D. D. 


XXX. A Philoſophical Inquiry concerning Human Li- 
berty. The fourth Edition, corrected. 


XXXI. A Letter concerning Toleration. By John 
Locke, Eſq; 


XXXII. TwoSermong. The firſt upon the Providence 
of God in the Government of the World. Preached 
before King Charles II. February 10th, 1678. The 
ſecond upon Charity ; proving without it there is 
no obtaining the Love of God. By Zachary Cradock, 
D. D. late Provoſt of Eaton. Publiſhed by his Ma- 
jeſty's ſpecial Command. 

XXXIII. The Hiſtory of the Revolutions in Portugal. 


By L'abbe de Vertot, Member of the Royal Acade- 
my of Inſcriptions, and Belles Lettres. 


XXXIV. Reflections upon Laughter, and Remarks up- 
on the Fable of the Bees. By Francis Hutcheſon, 
L. L. D. late Proſeſſor of Moral Philolophy in the 
Univerlity of Glaſgow. | 


1 Four Ethic Epiſtles. By Alexander Pope, 
45 


XXX VI. The Dramatic Works of the Right Honour- 
able Joſeph Addiſon, Elq ; containing Cato a Tra- 
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gedy. Roſamond, an Opera. The Drummer : Or, 
The Haunted Houſe, a Comedy. Now firlt colle- 
Red into one Volume. 


| XXXVII. The Hiſtory of the Revolution in Sweder,» 
occaſioned by the Changes of Religion, and Altera” 
tion of the Government in that Kingdom. Tran- 
ſlated from the French of the abbot Vertot, Member 
of the Royal Academy of Inſcriptions and Belles 
Lettres. | 


XXXVIII. The Works of the moſt Reverend Dr. 
John Tillotſon, late Lord Archbiſhop of Canterbu- 
ry, 10 Vol. N 


XXXIX. The Adventures of Telemachus, the Son of 

Ulyſſes, in XXIV Books. Written by the Archbi- 

' ſhop of Cambray. Tranſlated by Mr. Littlebury, and 
Mr. Boyer. A new Edition, adorned with cuts. 


XL. The Poetical Works of the Right Honourable 

oſeph Addiſon, Eſq; containing all his original 
Poems and Tranſlations, Engliſh and Latin, Now 
collected into One Volume. 


XLI. select Eſſays on the Belles Lettres, viz. 1. On 
Dramatic Poetry, 2. On the Origin and Progreſs of 
Satire. 3. Obſervations on the Aneid of Virgil. 3. 
A Diſcourſe concerning a Parallel betwixt Poetry and 
Painting, By the late Mr. Dryden. 


XLII. H KAINH AIAOHKH, Novum Teſtamen- 


